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Then  he  suddenly  appeared  to  grow  excited,  and  gazed  at 
Deadwood  Dick  more  sharply  than  at  first.  “  Where  did 
you  get  this?”  he  demanded. 
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A  ’CUTE  CASE. 


CHAPTER  I. 


A  RAILWAY  ACQUAINTANCE. 


A  N  EXPRESS  train,  leaving  Phila- 
t\.  d< 


iTA.  delphia  at  11  p.m.,  was  flying  along 
over  its  steel  rails  towards  New  York,  when 
a  passenger,  leaving  the  smoking-car, 
sauntered  leisurely  through  the  crowded 


carriages. 


He  was  of  medium  height,  good  figure, 
straight,  square-shouldered,  graceful  of 
motion,  and  evidently  somewhat  muscular. 
In  face  he  was  decidedly  good-looking, 
though  rather  sun  and  weather  tanned.  He 
wore  a  graceful  moustache  of  dark-brown 
colour ;  his  closely-cut  hair  was  of  a  like 
hue,  and  his  eyes  were  dark,  keen  and 
magnetic.  He  was  well-dressed,  in  a  grey 
suit,  and  wore  a  soft-crowned  hat,  of  like 
colour;  but  there  was  nothing  loud  or 
“flashy”  about  his  appearance. 

This  man  was  none  other  than  the  re¬ 
doubtable  Deadwood  Dick,  the  ex-outlaw, 
the  detective,  and  the  hero  of  many  a  thrill¬ 
ing  adventure,  now  on  an  Eastern  trip,  for 
the  first  time  since  ho  was  a  lad. 

Arriving  at  the  seat  where  he  had  left  his 
bag,  overcoat,  and  “  traps”  piled  up, he  was 
somewhat  surprised  to  note  that  they  had 
been  removed  to  the  shelf  above,  and  that 
the  seat  was  occupied  by  a  lady.  She  was 
attired  entirely  in  black,  and  wore  a  bonnet, 
from  which  fell  a  crape  veil.  She  was 
evidently  young,  not  yet  out  of  her  teens, 
*nd  both  petite  and  pretty. 

As  Dick  paused,  she  half-arose,  as  if 
embarrassed. 

“  I  hope  you  will  pardon  me  ?  ”  she  said, 
hesitatingly,  and  ia  a  low  tremulous  voice, 
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“  but  the  other  cars  were  so  crowded,  that 
I  ventured - ” 

“No  apology  is  necessary,  madam!” 
Dick  replied,  with  natural  gallantry.  “  You 


are  perfectly  welcome  to  a  share  of  the 

_ j. » 


seat.” 


And  without  another  word  he  sat  down 
beside  her. 

“  Are  you  going  to  New  York  ?”  slig  asked, 
after  they  had  chatted  for  some  time. 

“  I  am.  This  will  be  my  first  visit  to  the 
metropolis.  I  am  from  the  West.” 

“  Indeed  !  This  is  also  my  first  visit  to 
New  York.” 

“  Quite  a  coincidence,  I  am  sure.  YTou 
have  lost  a  relative,  I  infer.” 

“  Yes,  sir— my  poor  brother.  He  died  in 
New  York  yesterday.” 

Then,  without  being  invited,  she  went  cn 
and  told  her  story. 

She  was  Norine  Norval,  a  work  nirl  of 
Philadelphia,  she  said.  b 

Her  parents  had  died  leaving  two  children 
Norine  and  Wallace,  and  after  his  parents’ 
death,  the  latter  had  obtained  empiovment 
as  the  valet  of  a  New  York  gentleman,  at 
whosejiouse  he  had  died. 

Norine  had  been  telegraphed  to  come  and 
take  charge  of  the  remains,  and  also,  that 
there  was  an  insurance  on  Wallace’s  life,  of 

a  hundred  dollars,  which  would  provide  for 
his  burial. 


“  You  have  my  earnost  sympathies  !”  Dick 

S&lCl. 


“Thank  you.  I  have  so  few  to  sympathize 
witn  me,  that  a  kmd  word  from  anyone  is 
grateful.  Such  a  time  I’ve  had,  too*  Hying 
to  get  myten-dollar  note  changed— for  I 
wouldn  t  dare  to  expose  so  much  money  in 
the  streets  of  New  York.  m 


s 
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“  Why,  I  can  accommodate  you,  I  guess  !” 
Dick  said,  drawing  a  large,  well-filled 
pocket-book,  from  the  inside  pocket,  of  his 
coat. 

“  Oh !  YouVre  very  kind,  sir.” 

And  opening  a  little  hand-bag  she  carried, 
Miss  Norval  extracted  a  well-worn  ten- 
dollar  note,  and  laid  it  in  his  hands. 

Dick  fished  out  the  change,  Miss  Norval 
putting  the  notes  into  her  bag,  and  Dick 
restoring  his  book  to  his  pocket. 

“  What  is  the  name  of  your  brother's  late 
employer?”  ho  asked,  awhile  later. 

“Captain  Dudley,  Bir.  He  is  an  old 
bachelor,  is  very  rich,  Wallace  wrote,  and 
lives  at  No. — Fourth  Avenue.  Ho  was 
formerly  a  merchant  captain  in  the  East 
India  trade,  I  believe,  but  has  now  retired.” 

“  Do  you  think  you  can  find  the  place  ?  ” 

“  I  shall  not  try,  to-night.  I  think  I  shall 
not  venture  over  to  New  York,  to-night,  but 
remain  at  some  hotel,  near  the  station,  in 
Jersey  City,  until  morning.” 

The  conversation  then  lagged,  and  finally 
dropped  olf  altogether. 

At  last  arriving  at  Jersey  City,  Dick 
Allowed  Miss  Norval  to  step  out  of  her  seat, 
while  he  stepped  in,  and  secured  his 
luggage. 

Noticing  a  scrap  of  paper,  where  she  had 
sat,  he  picked  it  up,  and  thrust  it  in  his  vest 
pocket. 

On  arrival  at  the  Metropolitan  Hotel,  he 
registered  his  name  as  Fergus  Fleming, .of 
Denver,  and  sought  for  his  pocket-book,  to 
place  it  in  the  safe  for  the  night. 

Fancy  his  astonishment  to  find  that  it  was 
gone  ! 

Instinctively  he  reached  for  his  watch 
and  chain. 

Those,  too,  were  gone ! 

Then,*  he  made  the  discovery  that  his  coat 
on  the  side  holding  the  pocket-book,  had 
been  completely  cut  open. 

His  diamond  scarf-pin  alone  remained 
intact ! 


CHAPTER  II. 

DICK  RESOLVES  TO  PLAY  DETECTIVE. 

“DY  Heaven!  I  have  been  robbed  of  ray 
J3  pocket-book  and  watch  !  ”  he  gasped, 
feeling  from  pocket  to  pocket,  in  the  vain 
hope  of  discovering  the  missing  articles. 

He  paid  f^r  his  bed  out  of  the  loose 
change  in  his  pocket,  and  was  at  once  shown 
to  his  room. 

When  left  alone,  he  turned  up  the  gas  and 
sat  down  upon  the  edge  of  the  bed,  his  face 
the  scene  of  many  contrasting  expressions. 

“Well,  I’ll  bo  hanged  by  the  neck  if  I 
ain’t  a  pretty  one!”  he  slowly  soliloquized. 

“  To  think  that  Deadwood  Dick  should  so  1 


IN  NEW  YORK. 

easily  get  taken  in  and  done  for,  upon  his 
very  advent  in  this  city !  I  ought  to  go 
direct  and  ship  myself  back  West  m  a  cattle- 
truck.  Now,  let  me  see,” he  mused.  “The 
last  time  I  had  my  pocket-book  out  was 
while  in  the  train,  and  when  I  changed 
the  ten-dollar  note  for  the  girl,  Miss  Norval. 
Who,  then,  was  the  adroit  pickpocket — the 
girl  ?  By  Heaven  !  she  had  an  angel’s  face, 
and  yet  maybe  that  stor.y  about  her  brother 
was  all  bosh.  If  so,  she  was  a  clever 
actress,  and  an  even  cleverer  professional 
thief.” 

Luckily  it  was  not  all  the  money  the 
detective  had  brought  along  with  him 
from  the  West.  Calamity  Jane,  with  a 
wife’s  foresight,  had  sewed  a  five-hundred- 
dollar-note  in  each  lapel  of  his  coat,  and  it 
now  tunic d  out  lucky  that  she  did- so. 

While  considering  the  matter,  something 
flashed  across  the  detective’s  mind — a  re* 
collection  of  picking  ujfThe  scrap  of  paper 
from  the  seat  of  the  railway  carriage. 

Thrusting  his  fingers  inkThis  vest  pocket, 
he  drew  forth  the  paper — or  papers,  rather, 
for  there  were  three  pieces. 

One  was  a  pawn-ticket,  issued  by  Rosen¬ 
thal,  pawnbroker,  No. — Bowery,  New  York, 
to  Miss  Malone,  for  the  sum  of  twenty 
dollars,  on  a  pair  of  diamond  earrings. 

Scrap  number  two  contained  the  address : 

“  Norine  Norval, 

1298,  Jefferson  Street, 
Pliiladelphia> 

Pa.” 

Scrap  number  three  contained  the  address 
of  Captain  Delos  Dudley,  which  was  “  No. 
— Fourth  Avenue,  New  York.” 

A  careful  examination  and  consideration 
of  these  papers  gave  Deadwood  Dick  a 
clue. 

In  the  first  place,  he  would  learn  what 
sort  of  a  character  Miss  Norval  of  Phila¬ 
delphia,  was  ;  then  he  would  visit  “Uncle 
Three- Balls  ”  Rosenthal,  and  elicit  vrhat  in¬ 
formation  he  could  concerning  Miss  Malone. 

Next  he  would  seek  an  interview  with 
Captain  Delos  Dudley  and  find  out  what  he 
had  to  say. 

Bo  early  the  next  morning  he  was  up  and 
took  leave  of  the  hotel,  securing  accommo¬ 
dation  at  another,  whence  two  telegrams 
were  sent. 

The  first  was  to  the  landladyof  the  house 
in  Jefferson  Street,  Philadelphia,  and  ran  : 

“  Does  Norine  Norval  live  at  this  number  ? 
How  old,  how  dressed  when  last  seen  ? 
Give  general  description  of  the  person,  her 
character,  and  so  forth. 

Fergus  Fleming,  Detective.” 

The  second  was  to  the  Chief  of  the  Phila¬ 
delphia  Police. 

“Find  if  Norine  Norval  lives  at  1289, 
efferson  Street,  and  where  she  is  supposed 
*  be  now,  cr  has  been  in  the  last  forty- 
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eight  hours.  Also  ascertain  what  sort  of  a 
name  she  bears — good  or  bad.” 

Within  two  hours  answer  to  inquiry 
number  one  came  back: 

“Norine  Nerval  lodges  here.  Started 
for  New  York  yesterday,  for  brother's 
remains.  To  return  here.  Working  girl. 
Excellent  character — none  better. 

“  M.  R.” 

The. answer  from  Police  Headquarters 
was  received  by  Deadwood  Dick,  an  hour 
afterwards. 

“  Such  a  person  lodges  there.  Isa  work¬ 
ing  girl  of  good  reputation.  Is  supposed  to 
be  in  New  York  now,  for  purpose  of  bring¬ 
ing  her  brother’s  remains  here.” 

Judging  by  the  tone  of  the  telegrams,  it 
did  not  appear  that  the  Philadelphia  Norine 
Nerval  and  the  girl  he  had  encountered  on 
the  train  could  be  one  and  the  same  person. 

Dick  was  preparing  to  go  out  when  an¬ 
other  telegram  was  handed  him. 

This  was  from  “  M.  It.”  and  was  worded 
as  follows : 

“  Norine  Nerval,  when  she  left  here,  was 
dressed  in  a  black  cashmere  dress,  with 
crape  bonnet  and  mourning  veil.  She  is  a 
person  of  trim  figure,  medium  height,  and 
very  pretty.  Has  brown  hair,  dark  ex¬ 
pressive  eyes,  and  pearly  teeth.  Age, 
eighteen.  What  has  happened  ?  Why  is 
inquiry  made  ?  M.  R.” 

Dick  put  this  telegram  in  his  pocket  with 
the  others,  and  set  out  for  the  Bowery. 

Arriving  at  this  famous  throughfare,  he 
was  not  long  in  finding  the  money-lending 
establishment  of  Nathan  Rosenthal. 

When  Deadwood  Dick  entered  the  main 
office,  he  found  himself  in  the  presence  of 
two  persons,  both  of  whom  were  evidently 
of  Jewish  birth.  One  was  the  proprietor, 
for  he  occupied  a  position  behind  the  coun¬ 
ter,  while  the  other  stood  before  it  in  an 
attitude  of  listening.  He  was  the  younger 
of  the  two. 

At  Deadwood  Dick’s  entrance,  the  pawn¬ 
broker  was  speaking  Hebrew  in  very  forci¬ 
ble  tones,  and  emphasizing  his  remarks  by 
bringing  his  weighty  fist  down  upon  the 
counter  in  no  gentle  manner. 

Not  understanding  the  Hebrew  language, 
Dick  could  not,  of  course,  know  what  was 
being  said,  but  judged  the  remarks  were 
anything  but  pleasant  to  the  younger  Israel¬ 
ite,  for  he  finally  stamped  his  foot,  with  a 
snarl  of  defiance,  and  left  the  shop,  slam¬ 
ming  the  door  after  him. 

“Well,  sir,  what  do  you  want?”  the 
pawnbroker  then  demanded  in  good  English, 
regarding  the  Westerner  keenly. 

“  I  ealled  to  get  a  little  information,  pro¬ 
viding  it  was  obtainable,”  Dick  replied, 
calmly,  not  at  all  disconcerted  by  the  other’s 
harsh  tone.  “Are  you  the  proprietor  of 
this  place  ?  n 


“lam.” 

“  As  I  supposed.  I  am  a  detective — 
Fergus  Fleming,  at  your  service.  If  I  were 
to  make  a  few  inquiries  would  you  findfit 
convenient  to  answer  them  ?  ” 

“It  depends  entirely  what  they  are,  sir.” 

“  Exactly.  All  I  want  is  a  description  of 
the  parties  or  party  who  were  present  when 
this  pledge  was  made.” 

Dick  here  produced  the  pawn-ticket,  and 
laid  it  upon  the  counter. 

Rosenthal  picked  it  up,  carelessly,  and 
glanced  at  the  name. 

Then  ho  suddenly  appeared  to  grow  ex¬ 
cited,  and  gazed  at  Deadwood  Dick  more 
sharply  than  at  first. 

“Where  you  get  this?”  he  demanded — 
“  where  you  get  this  ?  I  pay  you  well  to  find 
out  how  you  came  by  this  ticket !  ” 

The  mystery  in  regard  to  the  fair  railway 
passenger  was  evidently  not  all  yet  ex¬ 
plained 
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“YjTOU  evidently  remember  issuing  the 
JL  ticket,”  Deadwood  Dick  observed,  on 
perceiving  the  Jew’s  excitement. 

“  I  do,”  was  the  reply.  “  How  did  you  get 
it?” 


Dick  then  narrated  how  the  son-owing  (?) 
passenger  had  taken  him  in. 

Rosenthal  listened,  his  shrewd  counten¬ 
ance  wreathed  in  smiles. 

“  Just  as  I  supposed,”  he  said,  as  Dick 
concluded.  “  Yrou  may  be  a  detective,  Mr. 
Fleming,  but  Maggie  Malone  has  fooled  as 
smart  people  as  you,  before  this,  and  you’ll 
hardly  find  a  metropolitan  detective*  that 
she  hasn’t  bamboozled,  in  one  wav  or  an¬ 
other  ” 

“  Can  you  describe  her  ?  ” 

“Well,  perhaps,  and  perhaps  not.  She 
has  numerous  disguises,  and  w-ears  them 
well.  The  oneypu  met  her  in  is  her  favour¬ 
ite,  when  working  the  railroads.  The 
mourning  business  .generally  arouses  sym¬ 
pathy,  and  the.  money-changing  game  shows 
her  the  way  to  proceed.  It  isn’t  every 
victim  that  can  be  worked  the  same  wTay.  and 
thus  she  has  to  resort  to  various  subter¬ 
fuges.  She  is  a  pretty  young  woman,  is 
well  educated,  and  in  every  sense  up  to  the 
times.  Yrou  saw  the  young  man,  who  just 
went  awray  ?  ” 

“I  did.” 

“  Well,  that  was  my  nephew,  Isaac.  He 
has  been  in  my  employ  for  several  years, 
and  is  considered  very  smart.  He  is  en¬ 
gaged  to  my  daughter  Ruth,  and  I  give  him 
promise  of  advancement  to  partnership 
when  they  get  married.  Well,  Isaac  lie 
grew  a  little  wild,  like  other  young  men, 
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and  he  goes  to  some  concert  gardens,  drinks 
wine,  and  talks  with  the  ladies.  These 
times  he  forgot  about  Ruth,  you  know. 
Well,  it  was  in  this  way  he  meet  this 
Maggie  Malone,  and  she  charmed  him  with 
her  artless  ways,  and  he  meets  her  fre- 
quently.  By-and-bye,  she  comes  here,  when 
I  was  away,  and  wants  money  on  a  pair 
of  small  diamond  earrings.  Of  course  Isaac 
accommodates  her,  with  pleasure,  and  she 
gets  twenty  dollars  and  goes  away.  She 
also  takes  with  her  three  hundred  dollars’ 
worth  of  watches  what  was  in  that  show¬ 
case,  for  sale.  She  did  not  even  so  much 
as  ask  the  price  of  then;.  She  takes  them, 
says  ‘  good-bye !  ’  and  Isaac  sees  no  more  of 
liis  new  mash,  afterward.” 

“  Indeed  !  When  did  this  occur  ?  ” 

“  One  week  ago.” 

“  How  did  she  get  possession  of  the 
watches  ?  ” 

“  That  is  what  I’ll  give  ten  dollars  tofind 
out.  She  did  not  break  the  show-case,  and 
Isaac  swears  she  was  not  behind  the  coun¬ 
ter.  She  got  the  watches  without  his  seeing 
her,  right  before  his  eyes,  when  he  was 
writing  the  ticket.” 

“  Very  strange !  Could  she  not  have 
reached  over  the  ease,  opened  the  door,  and 
extracted  the  watches  with  a  hook  ?  ” 

“  No.  The  doors  of  the  case  are  supplied 
with  patent  catches,  and  can  only  be  opened 
by  a  person  familiar  with  their  working.” 

“  Then,, indications  would  go  to  show  that 
the  woman  must  have  known  liow  to  man¬ 
ipulate  the  catches,  or  else  she  did  not  get 
the  watches  without  Isaac’s  knowledge,  i 
suppose  you  turned  the  case  over  to  the 
proper  authorities  ?  ” 

“No.  I  trust  no  such  matters  to  the 
police,”  the  Jew  said.  “Mv  daughter  and 
myself  stand  high  in  society,  and  Isaac  the 
same.  If  the  matte*  gets  into  the  news¬ 
papers,  all  New  York  would  ring  with  it, 
and  make  my  daughter  ashamed  to  be  seen. 
The  Hebrew  people  keep  their  troubles  to 
themselves  pretty  much.” 

“  So  I  am  aware.  Then  you  are  not 
inclined  to  push  the  matter  to  an  investi¬ 
gation  ?  ”  ! 

“  Not  openly.  I  tell  Isaac  he  must  find 
the  thief  and  get  the  watches  before  he 
courts  my  daughter  any  more.  Then,  when 
I  find  the  right  man,  who  can  do  his  work 
with  a  closed  mouth,  I’ll  pay  him  forgetting 
at  the  true  facts  of  the  case.  See  ?  ” 

“  I  understand.  You  want  the  matter 
quietly  worked  out,  to  the  extent  of  finding 
whether  or  no  your  nephew  is  a  thief,  and 
had  a  hand  in  the  watch  robbery.” 

“  Exactly.” 

“Well,  sir,  I’d  like  t«  take  hold  of  the 
job.  You  -understand  that  I  have  a  personal 
interest  in  desiring  to  find  this  Malone 
woman,  and  I  can  as  well  handle  the  job 


twofold,  as  singly.  I  have  had  some  expe¬ 
rience  in  the  detective  line,  and  haven’t 
a  doubt  but  I’d  be  the  man  for  your  case.” 

“  How  much  will  you  charge  me  ?  ” 
“Nothing,  until  I  finish  my  work.  Then, 
whatever  is  satisfactory  to  you,  will  be  the 
same  to  me.” 

“  Humph.  I  see  you  are  a  gentleman,  and 
I  give  you  the  job,  Mr.  Fleming.  You  find 
out  what  I  want  to  know,  and  I’ll  pay  you 
one  thousand  dollars."5 

“Very  well.  Now,  all  I  want  to  begin 
with  is  the  pawn-ticket,  the  address  where 
Isaac  lives,  and  a  look  at  your  daughter.” 

“  Why  do  you  want  to  see  my  daughter  ?  ” 
“For  no  other  purpose  than  to  remember 
her  looks,  so  that,  should  I  chance  to  meet 
her,  hereaf  ter,  I  would  knew  where  to  place 
her.”  \ 

“Very  well.  Here  is  the  teoket.  Isaac— 
his  other  name  is  Lowenstein — lodges  at 
No. —  Broome  Street.  I  will  summon  my 
daughter.” 

He  touched  a  call-bell  that  communicated 
with  some  other  part  of  the  establishment, 
and  directly  a  young  lady  entered  the  shop, 
by  way  of  the  rear  door. 

“Ruth,  this  is  Mister  Fleming, ”  Rosen¬ 
thal  said,  as  she  advanced.  “  My  daughter, 
Mr.  Fleming.” 

Dick  acknowledged  the  introduction, 
gracefully. 

“  Mr.  Fleming  is  a  detective,  Ruth !” 
Rosenthal  went  on,  “  and  will  try  to  find 
out  the  facts,  in  a  quiet  manner,  as  regards 
the  matter  of  the  robbery. 

Ruth  bowed,  and  directed  a  pleading 
glance  totvard  Dick. 

“  Oh  !  sir,  I  am  sure  you  will  find  Isaac 
guiltless,”  s3ie  said.  “  He  has  always  been 
so  honest  and  upright  in  his  dealings  with 
everybody,  that  it  is  a  shame  to  accuse  him 
of  complicity  in  the  robbery.” 

“  Of  course,  it  may  appear  so  to  you, 
Miss  Rosenthal,  and  as  this  woman  who 
was  the  principal  in  the  affair  bears  such 
an  unenviable  reputation,  it  is  to  be  hoped 
that  we  shall  be  able  to  clear  Isaac  of  all 
blame,  whatsoever,”  Dick  responded. 

Then,  after  a  few  words  more,  he  took 
his  departure. 

He  had  fairly  taken  hold  of  the  case,  now, 
and  meant  to  go  through  with  it,  if  such  a 
thing  were  possible. 

He  had  found  out  about  Miss  Maggie 
Malone,  and  had  not  a  doubt  but  that  she 
was  the  identical  person  whom  lie  had  en¬ 
countered  in  the  train. 

But,  how  about  Norine  Norval  ? 

Here  wa3  the  perplexing  part  of  the 
matter. 

Had  the  Malone  girl  encountered  her  on 
the  train,  learned  of  her  destination  and 
the  object  of  her  journey,  and  taken  the 
cue  to  get  into  Dick’s  confidence  ? 
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That  was  the  theory  that  seemed  most 
reasonable  to  Dick  ;  and  if  such  were  the 
facts  of  the  case,  it  was  not  improbable 
that  something  might  be  learned  at  Captain 
Dudley’s  in  Fourth  Avenue ;  either  of  one 
girl  or  the  other. 

So  for  the  Captain’s  residence,  the 
Western  Prince  of  Detectives  set  out. 


CHAPTER  IV. 


MISS  BLONDEY  MEHAGAN. 


FOURTH  AVENUE,  so  far  as  Dead- 
wood  Dick’s  knowledge  of  New  York 
went,  might  have  been  fully  as  aristocratic 
a  street  as  Fifth  Avenue,  but  once  ^  lie 
reached  the  street  he  found  out  the  differ¬ 
ence. 

By  referring  to  the  paper  containing 
Captain  Delos  Dudley’s  address,  and 
following  the  street  numbers,  ho  finally 
found  the  place  where  the  aforesaid 
Dudley  was  supposed  to  hang  out. 

It  proved  to  be  a  lager-beer  saloon  on  the 
ground  floor. 

Over  the  saloon  were  two  stories,  com¬ 
municating  with  which  was  a  side,  or 
“  private  ”  entrance. 

After  finding  the  place,  Deadwood  Dick 
lingered  about  the  neighbourhood  for  some 
time,  ostensibly  looking  in  shop  windows, 
but  in  reality  deliberating  as  to  liis  best 
and  safest  mode  of  action. 

The  building  was  evidently  a  tenement, 
and  the  name  on  the  sign  was  not  Dudley, 
by  any  means. 

If  Dudley  was  a  retired  merchant  captain, 
in  independent  circumstances,  it  hardly 
looked  likely  that  he  lived  in  such  humble 
surroundings,  unless,  mayhap,  he  owned  the 
premises,  and  had  a  suite  of  apartments  re¬ 
served  for  his  individual  accommodation. 
“  Mike  Mchagan  ”  was  the  autograph 
painted  on  the  sign,  and  judging  by 
the  persons  who  entered  or  left  Mike’s 
place,  his  custom  was  not  highly  respect¬ 
able,  and  Dick  concluded  that  it  would  not  be 
a  bad  idea  to  keep  away  from  Mehagan’s, 
until  he  had  learned  something  of  the 
character  of  the  resort. 

Directly  across  the  street  was  a  saloon 
kept  by  one  Antonio  Phazzi,  an  Italian. 

Knowing  the  doubtful  love  of  the  sons  of 
Erin  for  the  sons  of  Sunny  Italy,  and  vice 
versa ,  Deadwood  Dick  finally  entered 
Phazzi’s  saloon. 

Inside,  light  was  almost  excluded,  and 
the  room  was  small  and  foul  smelling. 

A  short  bar  was  presided  over  by  a  rather 
attractive-looking  young  Italian,  plainly 
American  born. 

A  half-score  of  rough-looking  male  and 
female  loafers  were  crowded  about  a  couple 


of  tables,  sipping  their  beer  or  wine;  but 
much  to  Dick’s  relief,  they  paid  little  or 
no  attention  to  his  entrance. 

The  proprietor,  however,  had  a  more 
respectable  and  honest  look  than  the 
others. 

After  imbibing  a  glass  of  “  pop,”  presum¬ 
ing  that  would  "be  about  the  most  unadul¬ 
terated  article  the  house  afforded,  Dick 
made  bold  to  enquire : 

“  Have  you  resided  in  this  neighbourhood 
long,  Mr.  Phazzi  ?” 

“  I  have  been  here  two  years,”  was  the 
reply,  in  good  English. 

“  Ah  !  Yes.  Then  perhaps  you  can  give 
me  the  information  I  required  I  am  in 
search  of  a  retired  seafaring-man,  one 
Captain  Delos  Dudley,  ivhom  I  have  heard 
lives  somewhere  in  this  vicinity.  You  may 
have  heard  of  him,  as  I  believe  he  is  a  man 
of  wealth,  and  a  bachelor.” 

“  I  have  seen  him !”  Phazzi  said,  rather 
grimly.  “  As  for  his  being  wealthy,  I  have 
my  doubts  about  that,  for,  at  any  rate,  if  he 
is  wealthy  or  not,  he  don’t  trouble  himself 
about  paying  his  rum-bills.  He  used  to 
come  here,  until  his  bill  got  large — then  he 
went  across  to  Mehagan’s.” 

“  Indeed !  Can  you  tell  me  if  he  w  in 
any  business  whatever  ?” 

“  About  his  main  business  is  looking  out 
for  his  stomach  and  his  rum,  and  getting 
out  of  paying  for  it.  There’s  Blondey, 
though,  If  your  after  pointers,  she  will  / 
give  ’em  to  you  if  she  happens  to  be  in  the 
mood — a  decent  girl,  by  the  way,  sharp  as 
a  razor,  but  too  fond  of  her  thirst  to  let  it 
suffer.  Hi !  there,  Blondey !” 

One  of  the  women  arose  from  the  tables, 
and  came  to  the  bar,  somewhat  unsteadily. 

“What’s  the  matter  with  you,  Tony?” 
she  demanded,  laying  down  a  pair  of  fists 
on  the  bar  that  were  somewhat  prodigious, 
considering  her  sex. 

“  Why,  Blondey,  here’s  a  man,  and  there’s 
a  drink  in  him.  He  wants  to  know  about 
the  c  captain.’  Do  you  understand  ?” 

“  What  do  you  want  of  the  captain  ?”  she 
gruffly  demanded. 

“Oh!  I  was  just  looking  up  the  chap — 
seeing  wiiat  ho  was  doing  these  days,  and  if 
there  was  any  likelihood  of  getting  any 
money  out  of  him,”  Dick  answered. 

“  Money  ?”  Blondey  echoed.  “  You  had’nt 
ought  to  be  hard  up,  wi’  that  pin.  I’ll  bet 
the  captain  couldn’t  raise  a  red.  His  friends 
are  gettin’  scarce,  too.  No  wonder.  Ho 
never  pays  a  loan.” 

“  What’s  become  of  his  valet  ?” 

“His  what?” 

“  His  valet — his  private  servant.” 

Blondey  took  time  to  put  her  hands  to 
her  sides,  which  shook  with  uproarious 
laughter,  and  when  the  latter  had  subsided, 
she  looked  inquiringly  at  Phazzi. 
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“  He  must  mean  Jack,  eh?”  she  inquired, 

“  1  presume  so,”  Phazzi  nodded,  “  You 
mean  the  captain’s  ’prentice,  sir?” 

u  Possibly— Wallace  Norval,  I  refer  to.” 

“That  was  Jack’s  t’other  name,”  said 
Blondey,  addressing  her  remarks  to 
Phazzi. 

Dick  heard,  and  understood. 

For  him  to  treat  freely  was  his  best  or 
only  course,  and  he  did  so,  and  then  pro¬ 
ceeded  to  learn  from  Blondey  what  might 
be  beneficial  to  him. 

“Did  you  know  Jack  ?”  he  inquired. 

“"Yes— that  is,  I’ve  seen  him.  YTou  see, 
I  and  Mehagan,  across  the  street,  used  to  be 
brother  and  sister.  Our  parents  died,  and 
everything  went  to  Mike,. and  I  had  to  get. 
I  was  turned  out  of  a  winter’s  night,  and 
came  here.  Phazzi  had  always  known  me 
to  be  a  decent  girl,  and  spoke  to  his  wife, 
and  she  took  me  in.  I  failed  to  get  work, 
tho’  I  trind  hard  enough,  and  finally  I  took 
to  drinking,  and  all  I  had  in  jewellery  and 
clothes,  ’cept  a  few,  went.  Tony  had  been 
a  good  friend  to  me,  ’deed  he  lias,  and  so 
has  his  wife.” 

“  But  what  has  this  to  do  with  Dudley  ?” 
Dick  demanded,  a  trifle  suspicious  that  he 
was  being  taken  for  a  “  jay.” 

“  It  was  here  I  first  met  him,”  Blondey 
declared.  “  The  b?aste  insulted  me  once, 
and  Tony  put  him  out.  He  went  across  to 
Mike  and  told  him  a  plausible  story,  I  sup¬ 
pose,  and  he  took  him  in.  I  watched  ’em 
afterwards,  and  know  about  as  much  as 
any  girl  in  the  Avenue  knows  about  the 
man.” 

“  And  what  you  know  I  want  to  know,” 
Dick  said.  “  it  won’t  cost  you  a  penny  for 
telling,  and  you  will  gain  a  penny  by  speak¬ 
ing.  I  want  to  know  who  and  what  Delos 
Dudley  is,  how  he  earns  his  living,  where 
he  spends  it,  what  lias  become  of  ‘Jack’ 
Norval,  and  sundry  other  particulars.” 

“  What  will  you  give  to  know  ?” 

“Nothing  that  can  be  converted  into 
drink.  Gite  me  the  particulars  I  want  to 
know  and  I  will  supply  you  a  pleasant 
home,  where  home-like  surroundings  will 
wean  you  from  what  is  now  d nagging  you 
down,  step  by  step,  to  a  fate  you  perhaps 
do  not  yet  anticipate.” 

The  girl  east  a  searching  glance  at  Dead- 
wood  Dick,  but  ho  checked  what  words  she 
might  have  uttered. 

“  You  will  remain  here  without  drinking 
for  an  hour,”  he  said,  “  during  which  time  I 
will  send  a  cab,  containing  a  lady  who  will 
(it  you  out  in  such  attire,  as  you  may  need, 
t,o  make  your  appearance  more  presentable. 
Then,  you  are  to  go  whither  you  are  con¬ 
veyed,  and  there,  I  will  question  you  for 
what  I  wish  to  know.  You  will  then  be 
waited  upon  by  a  physician,  who  will  pre¬ 
scribe  for  your  needs,  until  you  feel  once 


more  yourself.  So,  Mr.  Phazzi,  you  under¬ 
stand  ?  ” 

“  I  do,”  the  Italian  replied,  heartily. 

And  after  shaking  hands  with  both,  Dead- 
wood  Dick  took  his  departure. 


CHAPTER  V. 

THE  CASE  GROWS  MORE  KNOTTY. 

THE  matter  of  arranging  for  Blondey 
Mehagan  consumed  the  next  several 
hours  of  Deadwood  Dick’s  time,  but  he  at 
last  had  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  her 
installed  in  a  cosy  room  at  a  moderate- 
priced,  down-town  hotel,  neatly  attired,  and 
scarcely  like  the  girl  he  had  taken  from  the 
rum-hole. 

She  was  very  nervous  when  Dick  visited 
her,  however,  and  was  evidently  suffering 
for  a  drink. 

By  kind  words,  and  giving  her  to  under¬ 
stand  that-he  considered  her  entirely  able 
to  succeed  in  her  new  resolve,  he  soon  caused 
her  to  forget  her  nervous  dread,  and  tho 
subject  of  Captain  Delos  Dudley  was 
broached. 

“  He  is  a  bad  man,”  she  said,  energetically. 
“  There  is  not  a  good  point  about  him,  sir. 
More  than  that,  he’s  no  captain  at  all.  I 
don’t  know  how  he  got  the  title,  but  sure 
he’s  been  known  in  and  about  Chatham 
Street  and  the  Bowery  since  he  was  a  boy.” 
“  Then  he’s  not  rich  ?  ” 

“  No  more  than  I  am — tho’  it’s  rich  I  now 
consider  myself  in  findin’  such  a  friend  as 
you.  No,  Dudley’s  not  rich.  Sometimes  he 
makes  a  haul  of  money  in  a  doubtful  way ; 
then  he’s  ir  clover,  sure,  an’  ye’d  think  he 
owned  all  Fourth  Avenue.  Mebbe  you’ll  see 
him  pawning  his  watch,  a  day  or  two  after¬ 
wards.” 

“  Then,  he  doesn’t  make  his  money  or  the 
square  ?  ” 

“  I  should  say  not,”  Blondey  observed.  “  I 
know  of  a  number  of  crooked  transactions 
lie’s  been  in,  but  it  ain’t  well  to  tell  all  one 
knows.” 

“  How  about  the  character  of  your  bro¬ 
ther’s  place  ?  ” 

“  It’s  gettin’  worse  and  worse  every  day. 
Sure,  when  the  old  folks  were  livin’  things 
had  to  run  respectable,  but  Mike’s  a  bad 
man,  an’  the  only  pity  is  they  didn’t  keep 
him  at  Blackwell’s  Island  when  they  had 
him  there.  Sure,  there’s  not  a  man  patron¬ 
izes  his  place,  that’s  above  sticking  you  wid 
a  knife  if  he  thought  you  had  plenty  of 
money.  And  Doe  Dudley  is  the  chief  oook- 
and-bottle-washer  of  the  lot.” 

“  Does  Dudley  lodge  at  Mike’s  ?” 

“  He  has  a  room  there,  but  he  more  often 
stays  at  Number  2-  Hester  Street,  which  is 
also  a  ‘  fence.’  Dudley  does  the  ‘  coufi- 
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dence’  as4;,  sometimes,  and  often  runs  a 
stranger  into  the  Hester  Street  place,  and 
cleans  him  out  of  his  valuables.” 

“  Indeed !  Well,  what  about  young 
Norval  ?  ” 

“ 1  don’t  know  so  awful  much  about  him. 
He  came  from  Philly,  something  like  two 
years  ago,  and  he  and  Dudley  ’peared  to 
hitch  up  as  mates.  They  were  generally 
together,  and  always  seemed  on  good  terms. 

I  always  believed,  however,  that  Dudley 
had  some  evil  influence  over  him,  for  al¬ 
though  he  was  a  wild  sort  of  dare-devil,  I 
never  saw  anything  actually  bad  in  him, 
except  what  he  was  encouraged  to.” 

“  W ell,  where  is  he  now  ?  ” 

“You  see,  a  house  was  robbed  the  other 
night  up-town,  and  two  men  were  arrested 
in  the  act,  and  are  now  on  the  Island  for  a 
good  stiff  term.  From  the  best  information 
I  can  get  one  of  the  men  was  Jack.  At  any 
rate  the  descriptions  tally.” 

“  But,  the  name — ” 

“  Oh !  of  course  that  was  assumed — 
Robert  Buchanan,  I  believe  it  was.” 

Dick  did  not  ask  any  further  questions 
just  then,  but  remained  some  minutes  in 
silent  deliberation. 

He  had  learned  considerably  more  than 
he  had  expected ;  but  the  mystery  of  Norine 
Norval  was  by  no  means  cleared  up  yet.  If 
anything,  it  was  growing  deeper  all  the 
time. 

It  was  certainly  a  ease  that  must  have 
needs  puzzled  the  most  skilful  detective. 

The  Malone  woman,  on  the  train,  had 
mentioned  that  there  was  an  insurance  on 
Wallace  Norval’s  life  which  would  be  suf¬ 
ficient  to  bury  him. 

Was  not  the  insurance  more  ? 

Here,  arose  a  series  of  questions : 

Was  Wallace  Norval  at  Blackwell’s 
Island  ? 

If  so,  was  he  dead  ? 

Had  he  an  insurance  on  hi3  life  of 

one  hundred  dollars,  or  more - perhaps 

thousand's  ? 

Had  Dudley  lured  Norine  Norval  to  New 
York  for  some  villainous  purpose  in  connec¬ 
tion  with  the  insurance  ? 

“  If  bo,  where  was  the  genuine  Norine 
Norval  at  the  present  time  ?” 

All  these  thoughts  and  questionings  did 
not  occupy  many  minutes  in  going  through 
Deadwood  Dick’s  mind,  during  which  time 
Biondey  was  watching  him,  curiously — more 
admiringly  than  otherwise,  perhaps. 

Fo,  after  asking  her  a  few  more  questions 
and  promising  to  see  that  she  was  provided 
for,  as  long  as  she  remained  quiet  and  kept 
her  promise  not  to  drink,  he  took  his  de¬ 
parture. 


CHAPTER  VL 

THE  PHILADELPHIA  INQUIRY. 

Y  this  time  it  was  early  evening. 

Although  fatigued  with  his  labours 
of  the  day,  Dick  considered  that  it  was 
incumbent  on  him  to  go  ahead,  regardless 
of  fatigue. 

Norine  Norval’s  very  life  may  be  in  peril. 

But,  what  way  should  ho  turn  ?  what 
step  first  take  ? 

First  ho  must  know  more  positively  what 
ho  wanted-  know  all  rJiout  Norine,  and  so 
begin  at  the  very  beginning,  and  to  do  this 
lie  must  visit  Philadelphia,  that  was  certain, 
To  decide  with  him  was  to  act,  and  with 
but  slight  preparation  he  set  forth,  and 
caught  the  eight  o’clock  train  to  Jersey 
City,  and  arrived  at  Broad-street  station, 
three  hours  later. 

Of  course  it  would  seem  then  too  late  to 
proceed  with  his  work,  but  on  inquiry,  find¬ 
ing  that  Jefferson  street  was  not  many  min¬ 
utes’  ride,  he  hired  a  cab  for  Twelfth  and 
Jefferson.  Alighting  at  the  corner,  he  took 
a  walk  through  Jefferson  Street,  from 
Twelfth  to  Thirteenth,  and  was  favourably 
impressed  with  the  perfectly  respectable 
character  of  the  locality. 

The  house  Deadwood  Dick  was  look¬ 
ing  for,  proved  to  be  a  three-story  brick.  A 
light  gleaming  through  the  front  parlour 
window,  showed  that  some  one  was  still  up, 
despite  the  lateness  of  the  hour,  so,  with¬ 
out  much  hesitaney  Dick  rang  the  bell. 

The  summons  was  answered  by  a  stout, 
elderly  lady,  of  motherly  mien. 

“  I  would  like  to  seethe  lady  of  the  house, 
on  important  business  Dick  announced,  m 
his  politest  way. 

“  I  am  the  lady,”  was  the  reply,  “  but  I 
am  sorry  to  say  I  haven’t  room  for  any  more 
boarders,  at  present,  sir.” 

“  That  speaks  well  for  your  establishment, 
ma’am,  but  it  chances  I  am  not  in  search  of 
board.  I  came  from  New  York  to  prosecute 
inquiries  about  Norine  Norval.” 

“  Oh !”  the  landlady  said,  with  a  longer 
breath,  “  Why,  step  inside.” 

They  were  soon  seated  in  a  cosily  fur¬ 
nished  parlour,  and  the  lady,  said: 

“  Why,  what  is  the  trouble  about  Norine  ? 
I  received  a  telegram,  and  then  a  policeman 
came  here  and  made  inquiries  about  her. 
It  has  worried  me  a  great  deal.” 

“  Well,  that  is  what  I  am  trying  to  find 
out.  Things  have  come  to  my  notice  which 
have  given  me  reason  to  suppose  that  the 
young  lady  has  been  lured  to  New  York  for 
wrongful  purposes.  Therefore,  I  have  come 
here  to  get  at  the  beginning  of  the  matter. 

“  Any  information  I  can  give  you  I  will 
gladly  offer.” 

“  I  infer  that  you  keep  »  boarding-house, 
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and  that  Norine  Norval  is  one  of  your 
boarders.” 

“  Yes,  sir,  Bhe  has  resided  here  ever  since 
her  parents  died.  I  knew  her  people,  you 
see,  and  naturally  she  seemed  like  a  relative 
to  me,  and  I  took  her  in.” 

“  There  were  two  children  ?” 

“  Yes,  sir — Norine  and  Wallace.” 

“  When,  and  under  what  circumstances, 
did  Wallace  goto  New  York  ?” 

“  He  went  about  two  years  ago — about  a 
month,  I  think,  after  his  parents  died.  He 
saw  an  advertisement  in  a  New  York  paper, 
of  a  valet  being  wanted  at  so  muph  per  week, 
and  being  out  of  work,  and  ambitious  to  help 
himself,  he  borrowed  the  money  of  me,  and 
went  over  and  got  the  job.” 

“  Ho  you  know  who  he  went  to. work  for  ?” 

“Yes,  sir  —  Captain  Delos  Dudley,  of 
Fourth  Avenue.  He  was  a  very  rich  bachelor, 
who  formerly  had  been  a  seafaring  man.” 

“  Did  Wallace  communicate  with  his  sis¬ 
ter,  after  entering  Dudley’s  service  ?” 

“  Oh,  yes —  until  about  three  months  ago, 
since  then  Norine  heard  nothing  of  him,  up 
to  the  time  she  got  the  telegram  that  he  was 
dead.  There’s  not  a  better  girl  in  the  city, 
in  all  respects  than  she  is.” 

“  When  did  she  receive  notice  of  her  bro¬ 
ther’s  death  ?” 

“Yesterday,  noon.” 

“  What  name  was  signed  to  the  telegram 
w>-or,  still  better,  have  you  got  it  ?” 

“  No,  sir ;  Norine  took  it  along.  It  was 
signed  ‘  D.  D.,’  and  I  suppose  that  meant 
Delos  Dudley  ” 

“  Did  you  see  the  telegram  ?” 

“Yes,  sir.” 

“  Can  you  recall  how  it  was  worded  ?” 

“  X  think  it  rea  d  in  this  way :  Your  brother 
dead.  Come  for  his  body.  Insurance  enough 
to  bury  him.” 

“  Did  Norine  know  cf  this  insurance  be¬ 
fore  ?” 

“No,  sir.” 

“  You  do  not,  then,  know  the  amount  ?” 

“  No,  sir.” 

“  What  time  did  Norine  start  for  Now 
York  ?” 

“  X  cannot  tell  you  exactly  what  train  she 
took.  She  left  here  for  the  station  late  in 
the  afternoon,  but  I  believe  she  had  some 
shopping  to  do,  before  she  went  to  the  train.” 

“  Did  she  have  much  money  with  her  ?” 

“  No,  sir.  I  don’t  think  she  could  have 
had  more  than  fifteen  dollars.” 

“  Has  this  young  lady  a  .'over,  or  any  one 
she  keeps  company  with  ?” 

“  There  is  a  young  man  who  is  employed 
in  New  York,  who  comes  over  every  other 
Sunday.  I  don’t  know  if  they  are  engaged.” 

“  What  sort  of  a  person  was  Wallace 
Norval  before  he  went  to  New  York  ?” 

“  Very  quiet,  although  X  think  he  pOgSQS- 
Tspc!  a  tendency  to  be  easily  persuad'd” 


“  Have  you  a  photograph  of  him,  or  hi* 
sister  ?” 

“I  have  one  of  both.  Would  you  like  to 
see  them  ?” 

“  X  would.” 

The  landlady  rose,  entered  an  adjoining 
room,  and  soon  returned  with  an  album,  in 
which,  on  opening,  she  exhibited  cabinet 
photographs  of  the  brother  and  sister. 

“Wallace’s  was  taken  six  months  ago,  and 
Norine’s  only  recently !”  she  explained. 

Deadwood  Dick  scrutinized  the  photo¬ 
graphs,  for  several  minutes,  closely. 

Norine  somewhat  resembled  the  girl  of  the 
train  episode,  but  did  not  have  quite  so  viva¬ 
cious  an  expression,  although  she  was  very 
pretty  and  modest  looking. 

V/allaeo  was  a  rather  jocular-looking 
young  man,  beardless  and  pleasant. 

“  X  would  like  to  retain  these  photographs, 
until  I  can  have  duplicates  of  them  comple¬ 
ted,”  Dick  said,  after  examining  them. 

“I  have  no  objection  to  letting  you  have* 
the  pictures,  sir,  but  I  must  have  some  rea¬ 
son  for  your  wanting  them.  As  you  must, 
know,  I  am  anxious  about  Norine,  all  of 
which  has  been  brought  about  by  your  in¬ 
quiries.” 

“  Well,  I  can  disclose  nothing  until  I  se¬ 
cure  your  solemn  promise  to  keep  secret 
whatever  X  may  tell  you.  I  have  taken  hold 
of  what  promises  to  be  a  hard  case  to  un¬ 
ravel,  and  must  therefore  govern  my  proce¬ 
dure  with  extreme  caution.” 

“You  can  rest  assured  that  whatever  you 
tell  me,  I  will  keep  secret,  sir.” 

With  this  assurance,  Dick  made  known  h  is 
adventure  on  the  railway  car,  and  the 
motives  that  had  thus  far' led  him  on  from 
point  to  poiat  in  the  case. 

There  was  no  room  for  doubt,  now,  but 
that  there  was  a  heinous  plot  on  foo*,  and 
that  Norine  Norval  was,  to  a  certain  extent, 
the  victim,  and,  “  Captain”  Delos  Dudley  the 
chief  conspirator. 

Accordingly,  Deadwood  X3iek  went  back 
to  Broad  Street  station,  and  took  the  d.  20 
a.m.  train  for  New  York,  arriving  there  in 
time  to  snatch  a  couple  of  hours’  sleep  before 
proceeding  with  his  work. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

WALLACE  NORVAL. 

TO  find  out  what  he  wanted  to  know  about 
Wallace  Norval,  Dick  must  needs  visit 
the  Rogue’s  G  allery  of  New  York,  and  also 
Blackwell’s  Island. 

He  applied  personally  to  Inspector  Byrnes, 
stating  that  he  was  looking,  for  a  missing 
man,  and  had  reason  to  believe  that  one 
“Robert  Buchanan,”  incarcerated  at  Blaek- 
well’Sj  was  the  party  he  was  in  search  of, 
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It  was  Byrnes’  “busy”  day,  and  after  Dick 
had  produced  Wallace  Norval’s  photograph, 
and  answered  several  shrewdly-put  questions 
he  was  placed  in  charge  of  a  detective,  em¬ 
powered  to  show  him  the  Gallery,  and,  if 
necessary,  secure  him  a  visit  to  the  Island. 

Buchanan,  according  to  the  records,  had 
been  convicted  of  burglary — caught  in  the 
act — as  had  his  co-partner,  William  Willis. 

The  detective  then,  after  some  question¬ 
ing,  procured  Dick  the  permit,  and  together 
they  visited  Blackwell’s  Island. 

Dick  had  not  expected  the  detective  to  ac¬ 
company  him,  and  therefore  found  it  neces¬ 
sary  to  become  somewhat  confidential,  al¬ 
though  not  too  much  so,  and  gave  the  New 
York  sleuth  (Sperrin),  a  dim  outline  of  the 
case. 

Beaching  Blackwell's  Island,  they  obtain¬ 
ed  admission  to  the  cell  where  “Robert 
Buchanan”  was  confined,  and  the  detective 
so  arranged  that  they  were  admitted. 

The  young  man  was  but  little  changed  from 
the  photograph  Dick  had  of  him,  except  that 
he  was  less  robust  of  appearance. 

Dick  proceeded  to  question  him. 

Yes,  he  had  formerly  lived  in  Philadelphia, 
had  a  sister  named  Norine,  admitted  this, 
after  some  hesitation,  coupled  with  anxiety 
— evidently  for  the  girl. 

He  had  come  to  New  York,  to  answer  an 
advertisement  of  one  Captain  Dudley.  His 
expectations  had  not  been  realized,  as  far  as 
Dudley  was  concerned.  The  advertisement 
had  intimated  that  Dudley  was  a  rich,  re¬ 
tired  merchant,  who  wanted  a  valet,  but  Nor- 
val  had  proved  him  to  be  a  man  who  made 
his  living  by  anything  bub  honest  ways. 

Why,  then,  had  he  advertised  for  a  valet  ? 

In  order  to  secure  a  lad  whom  he  could 
train  to  his  own  dishonest  profession,  and 
thereby  derive  a  profit  from  his  pilferings. 

So  bright  were  the  pictures  and  brilliant 
the  promises  concerning  this  sort  of  life,  and 
so  persuasive  the  arguments  he  made,  that 
young  Norval  had  been  induced  to  become 
an  apprentice. 

“  And  now,  concerning  another  matter,” 
Dick  pursued.  “  Have  you  ever  had  your  life 
insured  ?” 

“  Yes ;  but  why  all  this  questioning  ?” 

“  Because  I  am  a  detective,  and  have  rea¬ 
son  to  believe  your  sister  is  in  great  peril.” 

Norval  looked  startled. 

“  Does  she  know  I  am  here  ?”  he  faltered. 

“  No.” 

“  Then  liow  comes  it  you  know  or  suspect 
she  is  in  trouble  ?” 

“  It  matters  not.  Certain  circumstances 
hayo  caused  me  to  infer  as  much.  If  you 
cannot  afford  me  such  information  as  may 
enable  me  to  look  up  your  sister  and  rescue 
her  from  peril,  our  interview  is  at  an 
and.” 

“  Why,  of  course.  I’ll  tell  you  anything 


that  won’t  tend  to  put  a  longer  sentence  on 
my  head.  What  do  you  want  to  know  ?” 

“  When  was  the  insurance  policy  on  your 
life  taken  out  ?” 

“  About  six  months  ago.” 

“  By  whom  ?” 

“  By  rnyselfA 

“  Who  payable  to,  in  ease  of  your  death  ?” 

“  My  sister — Norine.” 

“  Was  it  taken  out  in  your  original  name  ?” 

“  Yes.” 

“  "What  sum  ?” 

Dick  was  now  jotting  down  notes. 

“  Five  thousand  dollars.” 

“  V/ ere  you  influenced  to  do  this  ?” 

“  To  some  extent.” 

“Where  is  this  policy?” 

“  The  Captain  lias  it.” 

“And  knowing  that  he  was  a  chief  of 
rogue3,  you  did  this  ?” 

“I  trusted  him  because  he  always  did  the 
square  thing  with  me.” 

“Did  you  ever  know  a  woman  named 
Maggie  Malone  ?” 

“  Well,  I  should  think  so?  She’s  a  cute 
one !” 

“  Does  she  know  Dudley  ?” 

“  Yes.  She’s  his  wife,  I’ve  heard  hinted; 
but  they  don’t  live  together,  although  they 
always  appear  on  good  terms,  when  they 
rneeb.” 

“  Where  does  Malone  hang  out  ?” 

“  I  don’t  know.” 

“  Sure  ?” 

“  Yes,  I  am  ‘sure.’” 

“  Do  you  know  Blondey  Mehagan  ?” 

“  Some.  I  never  depended  much  on  her.” 

This  summed  up  Deadwood  Dick’s  in¬ 
quiries. 

He  had  gone  as  far  as  he  wanted  to,  in 
Sperrin’s  presence. 

He  was  not  anxious  that  the  New  York 
detective  should  interest  himself  in  the  case. 

And  so,  after  a  few  more  words,  Dick  and 
his  guide  left  for  New  York. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

AFTER  ISAAC. 

EETURNING  to  the  City,  Dick  went  at 
once  to  his  room  at  the  hotel,  to  decide 
upon  further  proceedings. 

After  some  deliberation,  he  visited  the 
office  of  the  Board  of  Health,  and  examined 
the  death  records,  beginning  a  couple  of 
weeks  back,  and  then  following  forward. 

Sure  enough,  it  appeared  that  just  one 
week  before,  one  Wallace  Norval  had  died, 
at  No  2— Hester  Street,  of  diphtheria,  at  the 
room  of  his  friend,  Delos  Dudley.  One 
doctor  Aymar,  of  Third  Avenue,  had* handed 
in  a  certificate  of  death,  and  therefore  of 
course  no  inouest  was  hold. 
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He  next  hunted  up  Doctor  Aymar,  whom 
he  found  to  be  a  pleasant  sort  of  gentle¬ 
man,  aged  thirty. 

In  answer  to  Dick-w  inquiry  about  young 
Norval’s  death,  he  said  : 

“  Yes,  I  attended  the  young  man,  for  four 
or  five  days  prior  to  his  death.  He  died  of 
diphtheria,  and  I  gave  a  certificate  accord¬ 
ing  to  the  facts.” 

“  Did  you  know  this  young  man’s  name 
before  he  died  ?” 

“  Well,  no  !”  he  replied.  “  The  patient 
was  so  low  when  I  was  called  in,  that  he  did 
not  speak  or  recognize  any  one.” 

“Did  he  have  any  other  attendants  except 
Dudley  and  yourself  ?” 

“  None  that  I  am  aware  of.” 

“  What  sort  of  a  house  is  it,  this  2—?” 

“  A  tenement  with  a  good  many  rooms, 
nnd  a  family  to  nearly  every  room,  I  should 
•ay.” 

Where  is  Dudley’s  room  ?” 

“  On  the  third  floor,  back.” 

“  He  was  buried — ” 

“At  some  cemetery  on  Long  Island.” 

After  thanking  the  physician  for  what  in¬ 
formation  he  had  elicited  Dick  left. 

He  now  resolved  to  find  Isaac  Lowenstcin, 
and  work  him. 

So,  to  Broome  Street,  ho  made  his 
way,  and  found  it  to  be  a  quiet  three  storey 
residence. 

Ringing  the  bell,  his  summons  was  an¬ 
swered  by  a  neatly  attired  servant. 

“  Is  Mr.  Isaac  Lowenstein  in  ?”  Dick 
politely  asked. 

“No,  sir,  he  is  not,”  was  the  answer.  “  He 
only  has  his  breakfast  and  lodging  here.” 

“Ah!  Then,  could  you  tell  me  where  I 
might  perhaps  find  him — any  resort  of  his  ?” 

“  Why,  he  works  at  Nathan  Rosenthal’s 
pawn  broking  establishment,  I  believe.” 

“But  ho  has  been  discharged,  and  is  no 
lonoer  there.” 

“Indeed!  Then,  the  only  place  I  know 
that  you  would  be  likely  to  find  him,  is  the 
Palm  Garden,  near  the  Academy  of  Music. 
He  occasionally  drops  in  there.” 

“  The  Palm  Garden,  eh  ?  Thank  you.” 

Making  his  way  to  the  vicinity  of  the 
Academy  of  Music,  Dick  discovered  the 
Palm  Garden 

A  score  or  more  persons,  of  either  sex, 
were  lounging  about  the  concert  hall  when  | 
Deadwpod  Dick  entered,  and  among  them  ! 
the  detective  was  elated  to  discover  the  ob¬ 
ject  of  his  search. 

Lighting  a  cigar  at  the  bar,  Dick  ap¬ 
proached  and  took  a  seat  across  the  table 
from  the  young  Jew. 

Isaac  looked  up  quickly,  with  a  slight 
start,  surveying  the  detective  suspiciously. 

“Good  morning,  Lowenstein,”  Dick  ac¬ 
costed,  affably.  “  What’s  all  this  trouble  be¬ 
tween  you  and  Rosenthal  ?” 


“  What’s  that  to  you  ?”  he  demanded. 

“  A  good  deal,  Isaac,  my  boy.  I  am  a  de¬ 
tective,  and  have  the  authority,  if  I  choose 
to  exercise ;  so,  it  won’t  pay  you  to  be 
quite  so  gruff,  you  see.” 

“  Well,  what  do  you  want  ?” 

“  I  want  a  straightforward  and  honest  ex¬ 
planation  of  this  matter.” 

“  You’ll  have  to  go  to  some  one  else  be¬ 
sides  me,  then.  All  I  can  tell  vou  is  that  a 
woman  came  in  and  wanted  money  on  a  pair 
of  diamond  earrings.  While  I  was  examin¬ 
ing  them,  she,  in  some  inexplicable  manner, 
perpetrated  the  robbery.” 

“  You  didn’t  help  her  to  the  watches  ?” 

Lowenstein  flushed  angrily. 

“  I  did  not”  he  declared,  with  emphasis, 
“  and  it’s  an  insult,  on  the  part  of  Rosen¬ 
thal,  to  accuse  me  of  such  a  thing.” 

“You  knew  this  woman  who  perpetrated 
the  crime  ?” 

“  I  had  met  her  before';  but  I  am  not  sure 
she  did  the  job.  There  were  at  least  a  dozen 
customers  in  that  day  before  the  robbery 
was  discovered.  Some  one  of  them  may 
have  done  it  when  I  was  looking  up  the 
pledges.” 

“  Were  you  aware  that  this  Maggie  Malone 
was  a  desperate  thief  and  pickpocket  ?” 

“  Not  until  uncle  told  mo  so,  when  he 
heard  of  the  robbeay.” 

“  You  were  in  the  habit  of  meeting  the 
woman  ?” 

“  Sometimes  we  met  by  chance,  and  chat¬ 
ted  and  drank  wine  together.” 

“  And  she  won  your  affections  from  Ruth  ?” 

“  By  no  means.  I  think  as  much  of  Ruth 
as  I  ever  did.” 

“  Well,  Isaac,”  Dick  said,  after  a  pause, 
“  I  suppose  it  is  my  duty  to  arrest  you. 
The  very  face  of  the  case  criminates  jrou. 
Nov/,  on  the  other  hand,  would  it  not  be 
bettor  to  your  interests  to  make  an  open 
confession  to  your  uncle,  to  the  effect  that 
you  were  fascinated  by  this  dangerous 
Malone  woman,  and  she  led  you  into  the 
act,  for  which  you  were  sorry  ?  He  and 
Ruth  would  then  take  you  back,  and  that 
would  save  all  the  disgrace  of  being  sent  to 
jail,  and  having  your  photograph  adorn  the 
Rogue’s  Gallery.” 

“That’s  all  very  well  to  say,  but  I  have 
absolutely  nothing  to  confess.” 

“  You  then  don’t  believe  Maggie  took  the 
watches  ?” 

“  No.  She  could  not  possibly  have  done 
so  without  my  seeing  her.  On  the  other 
hand,  I  twice  had  to  step  into  an  adjoining 
room,  where  pledges  are  kept,  for  the  pur¬ 
pose  of  getting  goods  that  people  had  come 
to  redeem.  Therefore,  it  is  my  theory,  that 
it  was  during  one  of  these  brief  periods  of 
absence  the  robbery  was  perpetrated.” 

“  Did  you  express  this  opinion  to  Rosen¬ 
thal  ?" 
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“Yes,  but  bo  was  inclined  to  think  me 
guilty  because  ho  had,  in  some  way,  learned 
that  I  had  been  seen  in  company  with  the 
Malon9  woman.” 

“  Well,  what  do  ymi  propose  to  do,  now  ?” 

“  I  have  no  definite  object ;  I  presume, 
however,  I  can  get  employment  of  some  sort.” 

“  Well,  now,  look  here,  Lowcnstein  ;  I  am 
not  inclined  to  haul  you  up  before  a  magis¬ 
trate  just  at  present,  if  at  all.  I’ll  tell  you 
the  reason  why,  trusting  to  your  secrecy.  I 
want  this  woman  for  criminal  offences,  and 
I  want  you  to  assist  me  in  finding  her. 
Promise  faithfully  to  assist  me,  according  to 
directions,  and  I  will  do  what  I  can  to  smooth 
your  way  back  into  the  confidence  of  your 
uncle  and  affianced,  after  we  have  secured 
the  Malone.” 

“  It’s  a  bargain  Isaac  declared,  eagerly. 
“  You  can  depend  on  me.” 

“Very  well.  Your  business  will  be  to 
frequent  such  resorts  as  Maggie  is  likely  to 
visit,  and  have  your  usual  chat  with  her, 
giving  her  no  reason  to  believe  that  she  is 
suspected  of  the  theft.  When  you  leave  her, 
if  possible  appoint  an  interview  with  her,  for 
the  next  afternoon  or  evening,  on  the  pre¬ 
text  of  having  a  good  time.  Then,  write  me 

at  the - Hotel,  notifying  me  where  the 

interview  is  to  take  place.” 

“  All  right.  What  is  your  name  ?”  ^ 

“  Fergus  Fleming.” 

“  I’ll  try  and  find  her.  If  she  is  not  hero, 
early  to-night,  I’ll  look  in  at  the  other  re¬ 
sorts.” 

“  Do  so,  and  I’ll  try  and  help  you  back  into 
your  uncle’s  employ.” 

Dick  left  the  garden,  considering  that  he 
had  as  gc*od  as  gained  another  point  in  the 
mysterious  case. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

NUMBER  2 — HESTER  STREET. 

EADWOOD  DICK  did  not  doubt  but 
that  Dudley  had  a  plot  on  foot  to  get 
possession  of  the  insurance  on  Wallace  Nor- 
val’s  life.  Norval  had  gone  to  prison  under  the 
assumed  name  of  Robert  Buchanan,  and  was, 
accordingly,  practically  lost  to  the  world. 
A  man'' had  died  in  Dudley’s  care  whom 
he  had  claimed  to  be  Wallace  Norval.  A 
certificate  of  death  and  a  burial  permit  had 
been  obtained,  in  the  same  name.  Nor- 
ine  Norval  had  been  send  for  to  come 
to  New  York.  What  for — to  get  the  in¬ 
surance  ?  ff  the  insurance  were  to  be 
paid  to  her  how  was  Dudley  to  be  paid 
for  his  scheming  ?  Was  there  not  a 
conspiracy  between  Dudley  and  Maggie  Ma¬ 
lone  by  which  the  latter  was  to  personate 
Norine  and  receive  the  insurance,  and  share 
it  with  Dudley  ?  If  so,  what  had  become  of 


the  real  Norine  ?  One  point  Dead  wood  Dick 
had  failed  to  investigate, while  at  Blackwell’s, 
lest  he  should  give  the  case  dead  away  into 
the  hands  of  the  New  York  detective,  Sper- 
rin — that  was,  in  what  company  had  young 
Norval’s  life  been  insured,  and  now  a  most 
important  and  necessary  thing  for  the  West- 
ern  detective  to  know. 

But,  how  was  he  to  find  out  ? 

Deadwood  Dick  formed  a  further  immed¬ 
iate  plan  of  action. 

He  would  visit  the  house  in  Hester  Street, 
in  disguise,  that  he  might  not  betray  his 
identity,  if  Dudley  should  be  discovered. 

A  visit  to  the  Bowery  resulted  in  his  se¬ 
curing  a  seedy  black  suit  of  clothes,  with  a 
“pVig”  hat  to  match,  which,  together  with  a 
pair  of  bushy  but  tangled  black  side  whis¬ 
kers,  completely  changed  his  appearance. 

When  all  was  prepared,  lie  set  out  for  the 
unsavoury  precincts  of  Hester  Street. 

He  was  not  long  in  finding  Number  2 — , 
and  found  it  was  a  three  storey  and  attic 
tenement  of  grimy  outside. 

Dick  stopped  as  he  reached  the  foot  of  the 
steps. 

“  Could  ye  tell  me,  mum,  where  I’d  be 
findin’  a  dacent  cheap  room,  fur  a  week  or 
two  ?”  he  asked  a  woman  in  the  doorway. 

“  I  have  bare  the  one  lift,  sur.  It’s  two 
an’-a-half.” 

“  How  far  up,  mum  ?” 

“  Third  storey,  not  countin’  basement.  It’s 
a  nice  illegant  room  for  the  price — right  next 
to  Misther  Dudley’s  an’  no  young ’uns  near.” 

“  D’ye  know  of  none  diaper,  in  the  street, 
mum,  ?”  Dick  asked  looking  about. 

“  Divil  a  one,  sur.  I  kape  the  most  r’ason- 
able  place  in  the  city,  as  ye’ll  obsarve,  whin 
I  tell  yez  I’ve  thirty  people  in  me  house.” 

“  Well,  then  I  s’pose  I’d  be  better  takin’ 
yer  room,”  and  Dick  began  to  mount  tho 
steps. 

Reaching  the  third  storey  apartment,  Dick 
was  ushered  in. 

It  was  a  small  room,  with  a  single  bed, 
none  too  clean  looking,  an  old  wash-stand, 
and  a  wooden  chair. 

“  This  will  answer,”  Dick  said.  “  Here’s 
your  two-and-a-half.” 

Dudley’s  room  was  next  to  the  one  Dick 
occupied,  according  to  the  landlady,  and 
must  be  at  Dick’s  right,  looking  out  upon  the 
area. 

At  first  he  beard  no  movement,  but,  after 
awhile,  two  persons  came  upstairs,  and  en¬ 
tered  the  next  room — one  evidently  a  man, 
and  the  other  a  woman. 

“  Confound  the  accursed  luck  !”  the  man 
growled,  directly,  in  tones  that  betrayed  a 
savage  temper. 

“  Why !  what’s  the  matter,  Delos  ?  What 
troubles  you  ?  Did  I  not  pass  the  examina¬ 
tion,  admirably  ?” 

“  You  did  well  enough !”  was  the  gruff  a«- 
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ewer,  ct  but  d^ye  know  that  chap  they  call 
auditor  watched  us  like  a  hawk,  while  we 
were  being  examined,  and  I  fancied  he  smelt 
a  rat.” 

“Oh!  pshaw!  You’re  always  borrowing 
trouble.  The  examining  clerk  appeared  to 
be  satisfied,  and  told  us  to  call  to-morrow.” 

“  If  we  get  the  money,  I’ll  not  be  far  be¬ 
hind  you,”  Dudley  declared,  grimly.  “  There’ll 
be  the  devil  to  pay  when  the  girl  get’s  free, 
as  she  eventually  must.  Hark !  someone  is 
coming  upstairs.  Get  into  the  closet,  lively  !” 

Rather  heavy  footsteps  came  up  the  stairs, 
and  an  equally  heavy  fist  rapped  on  the  door 
of  Dudley’s  room. 

“  Come  in  !”  the  crook  ordered,  gruffly, 
then  the  visitor  entered  and  closed  the  door 
behind. 

Dudley  uttered  an  oath,  followed  with  the 
ejaculation. 

“  Blondey  Mehagan  !” 

“  Yes,  Blondey  Mehagan  !”  that  person’s 
unmistakable  voice  cried,  mueh  to  the  sur¬ 
prise  of  listening  Deadwood  Dick,  “Blondey 
Mehagan,  the  toughest  girl  in  the  Bowery.” 

“  So  I  see — so  I  see.  What  the  devil 
brought  you  here,  though,  and  where  did 
you  get  all  the  togs  ?” 

“Stole ’em,  of  course.  I  come  here  for 
money.  I’m  near  dyin’  for  a  drink,  and 
must  have  it !” 

“  I  don’t  keep  a  bar,  you  fool !” 

“  I  know  you  don’t,  but  you’ve  got 
money  !” 

“  Yes,  and  I  propose  to  keep  it,  rather 
than  let  }rou  drink  it  up  !” 

“Ye  do,  eh  ?  S’posen  I  had  some  news 
of  importance  fer  you  ?” 

“  Bah  !  That  won’t  work !” 

“  But,  it  will.  I’ll  give  you  the  tip  that 
a  detective  interviewed  me  concernin’  you 
and  Mag.  If  you  want  to  know  any  more 
go  down  and  fetch  up  a  bottle  of  genuine 
old  Irish  whisky,  an’  a  glass,  and  lay  a  five- 
dollar  note  alongside,  and  I’ll  spit  out  all  I 
know.  Refuse,  and  I’ll  skip  back  for  the 
hotel,  where  I’m  bein’  kept  like  a  lady  by 
the  feller  as  what  bought  these  togs.  Come ! 
are  you  goin’  ?” 

Dudley  uttered  an  ugly  snarl. 

“  Yer  tryin’  to  work  me !”  he  growled. 

“Not  a  bit!  You  do  as  I  ask,  and  I’ll 
s’prise  you  wi’  news  that’ll  make  ye  go  keer- 
ful,  out  on  the  streets.” 

“  What  d’ye  want  with  the  five  dollars  ? 
Ain’t  the  whisky  enough  ?” 

“  No.  I’m  goin’  on  a  bu’st,  an’  ef  I  meet 
Mary  Ann  Muliigan,  the  blackguard,  I’ll 
black  her  eyes  !” 

Dudley  arose  and  went  down-stairs. 

In  a  few  minutes  he  returned,  and  placed 
a  bottle  and  glass  on  the  table. 

“  Aha-a-a !  That's  the  stuff!”  Blondey 
said,  as  Dudley  set  down  the  bottle.  “  Sure 
it’s  a  fly  feller  ye  are,  Doc,  if  I  do  say  it3 


and  I  don’t  care  who  knows  it.  Come 
down  wi’  the  fiver  now  and  I’ll  tell  ye  the 
news.” 


“  Well,  there  it  is,  so  if  you  have  any 
news  to  communicate  spin  ahead  ’thoutany 
parley.” 

“  Well,  ye  see  I  was  in  Phazzi’s  day 
before  yesterday,  and  a  man  come  in  who 
begun  makin’  inquiries  about  Mike’s  place. 
Of  course  when  Phazzi  called  me,  and  1 
heerd  what  was  wanted,  I  twigged  his  nibs 
at  once  as  bein’  a  detective,  and  I  got  in  my 
work  beautiful  by  givin’  Mike’s  piece  a 
tough  name.  Then  the  feller  begun  makin’ 
inquiries  about  you .  So  I  just  hinted  that 
you  weren’t  above  s’pieion,  but  kept  pretty 
close-mouthed,  an’  told  a  pitiful  tale  about 
gittin’  kicked  out  o’  Mike’s  an’  goin’  down 
step  fer  step  to  perdition.  This  caught  him 
off  his  base,  and  he  promised,  if  I’d  tell  him 
all  I  knew  about  you  and  Wallace  Norval, 
he’d  sober  me  up,  get  me  new  clothes,  and 
then  find  me  a  home  in  some  respictablo 
family.  Well,  the  first  I  knowed,  I  was 
puttin’  up  at  a  hotel,  foine  as  ye  please,  wi’ 
all  these  scrump  togs,  an’  the  detective  was 
a-quizzin’  me.  He  wanted  to  know  all 
about  you  and  Norval.  I  told  him  you 
were  a  pair  o’  crooks,  but  that  was  all  I 
know’d  about  you,  ’cept  that  Norval  was 
on  the  Island  under  the  alias  of  Bob 
Buchanan,  fer  robhin’  a  house.  After  he 
left  me,  I  follered  him,  an’  found  that  he 
had  gone  to  Blackwell’s  Island,  wi’  Si 
Sperrin.  When  they  cum  back,  I  found 
where  the  chap’s  hotel  was — ”  i 

“  What’s  his  name  ?” 

Fergus  Fleming,  he  calls  hisself.  Well, 

I  found  where  he  put  up,  and  then  I  went 
over  to  the  Island,  and  saw  Jack.” 

“  How  did  you  get  over  ?” 

“  Oh !  I  worked  the  sister  racket.  Well, 
you  know,  Jack  alius  counted  you  an’  me 
on  bad  terms,  and  so  he  let  me  into  the 
hull  business.  The  detective  is  after  you, 
and  after  Mag  Malone,  and  he’s  inquirin’ 
’bout  an  insurance  on  Jack’s  life,  which 
Jack,  thinks  you’re  tryin’  to  git,  an’  about 
Jack  s  sister  who  was  sent  for  to  come  on 
from  Philadelphia,  as  Jack  was  dead.  The 


detective  is  hot  onto  the  case,  and  you 
and  Mag  are  in  danger  of  gittin’  snapped 
up !” 

Dudley  uttered  a  savage  oath. 

“  Curses  seize  the  fellow  !  Mag  ?  ” 

“  Here  I  am,  Colonel,”  and  the  confidence 
woman  was  heard  by  Deadwood  Dick  to 
step  from  the  closet. 

“  Have  you  heard  this  giri’s  story  ?” 

“  Yes.” 

“  What  do  you  think  of  it  ?” 

%> 

“  I’m  sure  it’s  true.” 

“  But  this  detective.  Who  the  devil’s 
he  ?” 

“  I  know  him.  He’s  a  Western  chap. 
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Yon  remember  my  tellin’  you  about  the 
guy  I  worked  on  tho  train  over  from  Philly  ? 
Well,  this  detective  is  that  very  individual. 
I  know,  because  in  his  pocket-book  I  found 
a  scrap  of  paper  containing  the  name 
Fergus  Fleming,  and  so  I  have  no  doubt, 
but  that  it  must  be  the  very  chap  I  did  up 
on  the  train  !”  Maggie  declared. 

“  But,  how  in  the  deuce  did  he  get  onto 
this  Norval  racket?”  Dudley  demanded, 
savagely. 

“  I  haven’t  the  slightest  idea.  You  know 
Norineavas  on  that  same  train,  and — ” 

“  Shtft  up  !  You  don’t  know  who  may  be 
in  the  next  room  !”  Dudley  cautioned. 

“  Pooh !  that’s  not  occupied !  I  asked 
Mrs.  O’Hooligan  about  it  this  morning,  and 
gave  her  a  fiver  to  keep  it  vacant.” 

“  Good  idea !  And  now,  Blondcy,  where 
does  this  Fergus  Fleming  put  up  ?” 

“At  the  Sinclair  Hotel.  I  sent  a  boy  in 
to  look  over  the  register.” 

“  Very  well.  You  can  go,  now.  Very 
much  obliged  for  this  information,  and 
here’s  another  fiver.  After  you  get  over 
your  spree,  call  round ;  I  may  have  some 
work  for  you.” 

“I  will — I  will.  An’  now  PI)  bid  yez 
good-day.” 

Finally  Dudley  spoke  up. 

“I’ve  half  a  notion,  Mag,  you  let  a  eat 
out  of  the  bag  to  this  Fleming,  that  has  sent 
him  on  the  scent !” 

“No  such  a  thing!”  was  the  spirited 
response. 

“  If  I  thought  you  did,  I’d  kill  you !” 
Dudley  frankly  announced. 

“  But  I  didn’t.  I  had  but  a  few  words  of 
conversation  with  the  man,  and  never  men¬ 
tioned  such  a  person  as  Norval.  I  have  no 
doubt  but  that  he  must  have  met  Norine 
on  the  train,  and  learned  her  story.  She 
may  have  invited  him  to  call  on  her  at 
Captain  Dudley’s  in  Fourth  Avenue,  and  on 
making  inquiries  for  the  Captain,  and  find¬ 
ing  him  to  be  a  tough  character,  he  was 
naturally  suspicious  of  foul  jiJay,  and  it 
seems  Blondey  helped  the  suspicion.” 

“  This  accursed  detective  must  be  got  rid 
of !”  Dudley  declared,  with  an  oath.  “  It 
won’t  do  for  us  to  be  balked,  at  this  stage 
of  the  game.  If  the  cuss  was  shrewd 
enough  to  pick  up  the  trail,  he  will  likely 
be  shrewd  enough  to  make  us  trouble !” 

“  He  must  be  got  out  of  the  way, but  how  ?” 

“  W e  shall  have  to  study  up  some  way, 
and  in  the  meantime  keep  as  shady  as 
possible.  Under  no  consideration  must 
the  girl  be  visited,  without  going  by  night, 
and  by  a  roundabout  way.” 

“Oh!  there’s  no  use  of  visiting  her. 
Mom  will  tend  to  her  all  O.  K.  Once  I 
induced  her  to  spend  the  night  with  me, 
she  was  safely  in  a  trap  she  won’t  soon  get 


“Well,  be  careful  if  you  go  out,  that’s 
all.  Wo  may  be  watched  at  every  turn.  I 
must  get  down  toward  the  Battery,  now 
where  I  expect  to  see  some  of  the  boys.” 

“If  I  do  not  see  you,  before  morning, 
what  time  shall  we  go  to  the  insurance 
office  ?” 

“  That  depends  on  circumstances.  Better 
let  ’em  get  through  with  the  forenoon  rush, 
first.” 

“All  right,  say  two  o’clock.  If  I  do  not 
see  you  before  then,  I’ll  be  at  the  office.” 

Dudley  rose  and  left  the  room,  and 
Maggie  Malone  followed  his  example,  lock¬ 
ing  the  door  after  her. 


CHAPTER  X. 

THE  DECOY. 

OF  course  Deadwood  Dick  had  listened 
to  the  foregoing  conversation  with 
great  interest ;  it  had  given  him  “  a  big 
lift.” 

The  treachery  of  the  Mehagan  girl  had 
greatly  surprised  him,  but  he  was  now 
aware  of  her  true  character,  and  considered 
that  it  was  lucky  he  had  done  nothing  mere 
for  her  than  he  had. 

Leaving  the  Ilester-Street  den  he  sought 
the  costumier’s  where  he  had  left  his  own 
clothes,  and  again  donned  them. 

He  then  sought  detective  head-quarters, 
and  found  Si  Sperrin. 

He  was  doing  nothing,  and  recognised 
Dick  with  a  nod. 

Dick  came  to  the  point  at  once. 

“  Sperrin,”  he  said,  “  I  suppose  you  are 
aware  that  I  am  trying  to  work  up  a  little 
detective  case  ?” 

“  Yes,”  he  assented ;  u  but  there’s  nothing 
in  it,  is  there  ?” 

“  Nothing  that  I  am  aware  of — except  for 
humanity’s  sake  to  baffle  a  villainous 
scheme.” 

“  Poor  pay  that.” 

“  It  might  be  for  you,  but  not  for  mo,  as 
I  am  not  particularly  in  need  of  pecuniary 
remuneration.  Have  you,  individually, 
access  to  the  Island  ?” 

“  I  might  get  over  at  a  pinch.” 

“  Well,  then,  I’ll  tell  you  what  I'll  do.  If 
you  will  go  over,  see  the  prisoner  we  visited, 
and  ask  a  question  of  him  for  me,  I’ll  give 
you  ten  dollars.” 

“  Correct— I’m  your  man.  What  do  you 
want  asked  ?” 

“1  want  you  to  tell  him  that  I  want  to 
know,  to  prevent  fraud,  what  company  his 
life  is  insured  in,  and  where  tho  company's 
office  is. 

“  Very  well ;  I’ll  get  an  order,  on  some 
pretext  or  other,  and  go  at  once.” 

Accordingly  Dick  paid  him  a  ten-dolla» 
note. 
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“  Where  shall  I  send  the  answer?’' 

Dick  gave  him  a  card  with  the  directions, 
and  then  took  his  departure,  going  at  once 
to  the  hotel. 

Just  toward  night  a  letter  was  handed 
him. 

He  opened  it  eagerly,  and  read  what 
Sperrin  had  written. 

“Good!”  he  commented.  “Now,  then 
for  Norine.” 

Going  back  to  the  conversation  he  had 
overheard  in  the  Hester  Street  house,  he 
remembered  Maggie  Malone  saying : 

“  Oh !  there’s  no  use  of  visiting  her. 
Mom  will  attend  to  her  all  O.  K.  Once  I 
induced  her  to  spend  the  night,  with  me, 
she  teas  safely  in  a  trap  she  won't  soon 
get  out  of.” 

The  night  of  Dick’s  arrival  in  Jersey 
City,  Maggie  had  said  she  would  remain  in 
Jersey  City,  at  one  of  the  hotels  near  the 
station. 

“  A  little  investigation  won’t  hurt,”  Dick 
muttered,  and  in  less  than  half  an  hour  he 
was  at  the  Ferry. 

On  arrival  in  Jersey  City  he  sought  the 
police  head-quarters,  and  interviewed  the 
sergeant,  who  appeared  to  be  of  a  more 
obliging  disposition  than  those  usually 
encountered. 

“  Do  you  know  a  criminal  character  over 
here,”  asked  Dick — “  a  pick-pocket  confi¬ 
dence-woman,  and  so  forth — known  as 
Maggie  Malone?” 

“  Yes,  sir.  She’s  about  as  well  known 
over  here  as  in  New  York.” 

“  Is  there  any  reward  for  her  ?” 

“  Not  that  1  am  aware  of,  although  there 
is  no  doubt  but  that  her  many  victims 
would  make  up  a  liberal  purse  to  the  man 
who  could  put  her  under  lock  and  key.” 

“  Has  she  any  connections  here  ?” 

“  Yes.  The  old  woman  has  a  house 
which  old  Pat  left  when  he  died.  He  was 
an  honest  fellow,  but  the  old  woman  ain’t 
above  suspicion,  and  wo  keep  a  watch,  in 
hopes  of  nabbing  Mag.” 

“Could  you  direct  me  how  to  find  the 
Malone  house  ?” 

“  Hardly,  unless  you  are  well  acquainted 
with  the  outskirts.” 

“  Which  I  am  not.  I  will  present  to  you 
a  case,  however,  and  would  like  you  to  act 
upon  it.  I  am  engaged  in  working  up  a 
case,  in  which  this  Malone  woman  and  a 
pal  are  secretly  and  fraudulently  endeavour¬ 
ing  to  obtain  the  insurance  on  the  life  of  a 
man  who  is  not  dead.  To  accomplish  this, 
a  sister  of  this  man  was  decoyed  to  Jersey 
City,  and  there  all  traces  of  her  are  lost. 

I  have  traced  matters  so  far,  however,  that 
I  believe  her  to  be  a  prisoner  in  the  hands 
of  some  of  Mag  Malone's  relatives  —namely, 

‘  Mom  ’ !  ” 

“  Thatv,  the  old  woman.” 


“Then  shs  is  where  the  girl  Norine 
Norval  is  undoubtedly  confined.  Now,  you 
see,  this  Malone  has  made  application  for, 
and  expects  to  receive,  the  insurance  to¬ 
morrow.  I  intend  to  frustrate  her  aim,  and 
arrest  her ;  but  to  do  it  right,  I  want  the 
real  Norine.” 

“  Hut  how  can  Malone  get  the  money  on 
the  life  of  a  man  who  is  not  dead  ?” 

“  Easy.  One  of  her  pals  died,  and  was 
buried  under  the  name  of  the  insured 
person,  while  that  real  person  is  serving 
out  a  sentence  on  Blackwell’s  Island.” 

“  Are  you  a  detective,  sir?” 

“  In  the  West  I  have  done  service  in  that 
line.” 

“  Then,  you  have  no  appointment  ?” 

“  None.  But  I  would  like  you  to  detail  a 
squad  of  police  to  raid  the  Malone  house, 
in  quest  of  the  girl.” 

“  We  would  be  overreaching  our  author¬ 
ity,  sir,  you  being  a  stranger  to  us.  Are 
you  a  citizen  of  New  York  ?” 

“No,  sir.  I  am  a  stranger,  but  a  few 
days  from  the  Yfest.  I  was  robbed,  in  the 
train  between  here  and  Philadelphia,  by  this 
Malone  woman,  and  by  working  up  the  case, 
through  a  chance  clue  I  picked  up  in  her 
seat,  I  have  been  able  to  get  hold  of  the 
plot  I  have  unfolded.” 

“  Well,  our  chief  is  not  in  just  now,  and 
I  can’t  do  anything  for  you.” 

“My  address  is  the  Sinclair  Hotel — 
Fergus  Fleming;  but  it  is  doubtful  if  I’d 
be  there  to-night,  as  I  mean  to  keep  at  this 
matter  until  I  score  my  point.” 

“I  admire  your  pluck,  sir.  Good-night.” 

“  Good-night,”  Dick  replied,  as  lie  left  the 
station. 

It  was  now,  quite  dark,  and  after  deliber¬ 
ating  a  few  minutes,  Dick  wandered  slowly 
back  toward  the  Ferry,  and  returned  to 
New  York. 

He  had  been  abed  but  a  few  minutes 
when  he  was  called  by  the  porter,  who 
stated  that  there  was  a  gentleman  down¬ 
stairs,  who^wanted  to  see  him  on  important 
business. 

Somewhat  curious,  Dick  quickly  dressed 
himself. 

Before  going  downstairs  some  unknown 
impulse  caused  him  to  sit  down  at  a  table, 
and  write  a  postal-card  as  follows,  address¬ 
ing  it  to  the  insurance  company  : 

“  Under  no  circumstances,  pay  any  money 
on  the  life-policy  of  Wallace  Norval,  before 
l  see  you — noc  to  Norine  Norval,  Delos 
Dudley,  nor  anybody  else. 

“Fergus  Fleming,  Detect  ice.” 

When  he  went  downstairs,  ho  deposited 
this  in  the  letter-box. 

He  was  almost  immediately  approached 
by  a  short,  wiry  little  man,  with  a  sharp 
nose,  thin  black  moustache,  and  keen 
eyes 
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11  Are  you  Fergus  Fleming  ?”  he  asked. 

«  I  am,  sir.” 

“Well,  sir,  I  was  dispatched  here  by  the 
chief  of  police  of  Jersey  City,  to  announce 
to  you  that  he  has  sent  a  squad  of  men  to 
investigate  the  matter  at  the  Malone  house, 
on  the  outskirts,  subject  to  your  report. 
The  raid  will  not*  be  made  until  toward 
morning,  and  believing  you  might  wish  to 
be  present,  I  was  detailed  to  conduct  you 
to  the  place,  if  you  wish  to  go.  My  name 
is  Hanover.” 

“  Well,  that’s  clever  of  the  chief,”  Dick 
said.  “  I  should  very  much  like  to  bo  at 
hand  when  the  raid  is  made.” 

“  Then,  no  time  is  to  be  lost,  for  it’s  quite 
a  little  distance  out  there.” 

“  I’m  all  ready,  sir.  Steer  ahead.” 

Arriving  in  Jersey  City,  they  took  a  cab, 
and  were  driven  rapidly  away. 

“  ’Tain’t  often  the  chief  takes  it  into  his 
head  to  send  a  squad  of  men  so  far,  so  late 
at  night !”  Hanover  remarked,  as  they 
rattled  along  through  dark  and  quiet 
streets,  “  but  he’s  a  queor  jigger,  at  best, 
and  the  boys  have  to  toe  the  mark.  Tho 
chief  seemed  to  take  a  notion  to  your 
story,  and  so  he  gave  orders  to  search  the 
house.” 

After  a  long  drive,  as  it  seemed  to  Dick, 
the  vehicle  stopped,  and  they  got  out.” 

“  Come  along !”  Hanover  said.  “  We 
haven’t  so  very  far  to  walk.” 

“Did  the  police  walk  all  the  way  out 
here  ?” 

“  Well,  not  muchly.  They  came  out  in  a 
van  in  the  next  street  above.” 

Dick  asked  no  more  questions,  but  they 
trudged  forward. 

He  had  no  suspicion  but  what  it  was  all 
a  bona  fide  proceeding,  or  he’d  not  have 
gone  forward  so  freely. 

The  houses  became  more  and  more  scat¬ 
tered  as  they  pressed  on  over  what  was  an 
unpaved  road. 

“  Party  near  here,”  Hanover  said  cheerily 
— “  can  almost  see  the  house,  over  yonder.” 

He  pointed  to  Dick’s  left. 

“  Dick  looked  inquiringly  in  the  direction 
indicated,  and  as  he  did  so,  Hanover  hit 
him  a  blow  on  the  head  with  a  life-preserver 
that  felled  him  to  the  ground,  insensible 
and  bleeding. 

The  villain  then  blew  a  sharp  blast  on  a 
whistle. 

In  a  couple  of  minutes  a  man  came  rush¬ 
ing  up  the  road. 

“  I  told  you  so  !”  Hanover  cried,  trium¬ 
phantly,  “  and  I  did.  D'ye  sec  ?  ” 

The  man  who  approached  was  “  Captain  ” 
Delos  Dudley !” 


CHAPTER  XI. 


ISAAC  PROVES  GOOD  AS  HIS  WORD. 


WHEN  Deadwood  Dick  left  Isaac  Low- 
enstein,  as  recorded  in  a  previous 
chapter,  tho  young  Hebrew  sat  several 
minutes  in  deep  deliberation. 

“  It’s  my  chance,”  he  mused  with  knitted 
brows,  “  and  I’ll  be  a  fool  not  to  improve  it. 
I  love  Ruth,  and  I’ve  been  a  wretch  to  have 
anything  whatever  to  do  with  that  adven¬ 
turess,  Maggie  Malone.  The  detective  is  a 
first-class  fellow,  and  little  knows  the 
horrors  he  has  saved  mo  by  his  leniency. 
I’ll  not  wait  till  night,  but  will  set  to  work 
now.” 

He  did.  lie  hovered  about  the  various 
places  where  he  had  reason  to  believe  he 
might  run  across  tho  female  crook  ;  but  it 
was  not  until  afternoon  that  he  gained  a 
clue ;  then  he  saw  Maggie  and  Delos  Dudley 
entering  the  Hester  Street  “  fence.” 

Isaac  hovered  about  tho  neighbourhood 
until  he  saw  first  Dudley  come  out,  then 
Maggie.  He  did  not  seek  to  speak  to  her  ; 
on  the  contrary,  he  cautiously  set  out  to 
shadow  her.  At  last  she  and  Dudley  met 
in  Corlandt  street,  near  the  ferry,  and  held 
a  conversation  of  several  minutes’  duration, 
after  which  they  proceeded  down  the  street 
together  and  entered  the  ferry  house. 

“Jersey  City,  eh?”.  Isaac  commented. 
“Well,  in  the  interest  of  my  friend,  it  is  my 
business  to  keep  sight  of  you  two,  for  I  take 
you  for  a  pair  of  knaves.” 

Giving  them  time  to  get  aboard  the  boat, 
he  also  got  on  board,  but  kept  out  of  their 
sight.  On  their  arrival  in  Jersey  City,  he 
was  still  on  the  trail,  and  saAv  them  take  a 
cab  and  drive.  He  was  now  nonplussed,  and 
dared  not  give  cliase  for  fear  of  exciting 
suspicion.  He  had  taken  the  number  of  the 
vehicle,  and  resolved  to  await  its  return. 

After  a  tiresome  wait,  and  when  it  was 
nearly  dark,  the  cab  returned  to  its  stand, 
and  let  Delos  Dudley  out,  who  immediately 
entered  the  ferry„and  crossed  to  the  New 
York  side.  \ 

After  a  few  minutes’  deliberation,  ho 
crossed  the  street,  and  approached  the  cab¬ 
man,  who  was  leaning  idly  against  one  of 
his  horses. 

“  Good-afternoon  !  ”  Isaac  accosted, 
pleasantly.  “  Is  this  vehicle  for  hire  ?” 

“  Yes,  boss — take  you  to  any  p~>t  of  tl  e 
city  cheap  as  any  other  man  on  the  stand. 
Git  inside.” 

“  Not  so  fast  my  friend  1”  Isaac  demurred. 
“  How  do  you  know  where  I  want  to  go  ?” 

“  Well,  where  do  you  want  to  go  ?” 

“To  the  house  where  you  left  the  youn<* 
woman  on  your  last  trip.” 

“  Can’t  do  it  boss.  Too  fer  out,  an’  my 
horses  are  tired  out.” 
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“  That’s  a  thin  excuse.  See  here !”  and 
Isaac  stepped  closer  to  the  man,  “  do  you 
know  who  your  passengers  were  ?” 

“  It’s  none  of  your  business,  young  man, 
what  I  know,  or  what  I  don’t  know  !” 

“  We  shall  see !”  Isaac  replied,  coolly.  “  I 
want  you  to  take  me  within  sight  of  the 
house  where  you  left  the  girl.  Itefuse,  if 
you  dare !” 

And  he  exhibited  the  detective  badge. 

The  driver  whistled,  looked  the  young 
Jew  over  from  head  to  foot,  and  then 
opened  the  door  of  the  vehicle. 

“  Git  in !”  he  said,  tersely. 

And  Isaac  did,  and  was  soon  being  driven 
rapidly  away. 

“  D’ye  see  that  single  light,  ahead  there  ?” 
the  driver  said,  as  he  let  Lowenstein  out. 
Well,  there’s  where  the  girl  got  out.  It’s 
none  of  my  business  who  or  what  she  is, 
but  I’d  advise  you  not  to  go  nosin’  too  free 
round  the  place,  or  you  may  get  hurt !” 

“  All  right.  What  do  I  owe  you  ?  You 
need  not  wait  for  me.” 

“  Two  dollars.” 

Isaac  paid  the  bill  cheerfully  ;  then  Jehu 
mounted  his  box,  and  drove  back  into  the 
city,  leaving  Isaac  standing  in  the  middle 
of  the  road,  with  the  pall  of  night  over  him. 

He  had  no  weapons,  but  this  did  not 
cause  him  to  hesitate.  lie  was  young  and 
strong,  and  a  stranger  to  actual  fear.  Be¬ 
fore  pressing  on  toward  the  Malone  house, 
which  was  a  two-storey,  unpainted  frame 
dwelling,  not  many  years  built,  Isaac  took 
time  to  deliberate.  True,  Dudley  had  gone 
over  to  New  York,  but  was  there  not  a 
possibility,  even  a  probability  that  he  might 
return,  and  catch  Isaac  in  the  act  of  spy¬ 
ing  round  the  house  ?  The  amateur  de¬ 
tective  believed  there  was,  and  concluded 
to  await  awhile  in  a  convenient  deep  door¬ 
way.  He  waited  fully  two  hours,  and  had 
about  decided  to  approach  the  house,  with¬ 
out  further  delay,  when  he  heard  heavy 
footsteps  approaching.  A  few  moments 
later,  Delos  Dudley  passed  by,  going  to¬ 
ward  the  Malone  dwelling.  Isaac  emerged 
from  the  deep  shadow  of  the  doorway  and 
glided  forward,  reaching  the  house  almost 
as  soon  as  Dudley  did. 

The  only  visible  light  shone  through  the 
curtained  window  of  what  was  evidently 
the  kitchen.  All  the  ether  windows  were 
curtained  and  dark. 

When  satisfied  that  Dudley  had  entered 
the  house,  Isaac  stole  up  the  window  first 
mentioned. 

It  was  up  just  a  trifle  from  the  bottom, 
and  by  applying  his  ear  to  the  crack  ho 
could  hear  what  was  going  on  in  the  inside. 

“  W ell,  how  did  you  get  on  ?”  a  voice 
asked,  that  Isaac  recognised  as  belonging 
to  Maggie  Malone. 

“Couldn’t  have  done  better  1”  Dudley 
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replied,  with  evident  s&Lht action.  ft  I  got 
rid  of  the  watch,  down  in  Third  Avenue,  and 
flung  Fleming’s  pocket  book  into  the  river. 
Now,  we’ve  nothing  in  the  world  any  one 
can  lay  claim  to,  except  money,  and  no  one 
can  swear  positively  to  that.  But  I’ve  got 
some  startling  news.” 

“What?  what?”  Maggie  and  another 
feminine  voice  inquired,  in  chorus. 

“  Oh  !  something  that  would  be  dangerous, 
but  for  my  ready  wit  in  averting  the 
danger.  I’ve  got  it  all  fixed  up  O.  K.,  now, 
however.” 

“You  see,  when  I  returned  from  New 
York,  I  met  my  old  pal,  Fox-eye,  alias  Bill 
Hanover.  You  know  his  uncle  is  chief  of 
police,  now,  this  side,  and  Bill’s  kind  of  a 
super  in  his  office.  Well,  you  see,  when  Bill 
saw  me,  he  run  me  one  side,  and  said  he 
had  some  important  news  for  me.  He 
asked  me  if  you,  Mag,  was  out  here.  Then 
he  told  me  that  a  little  while  before,  a 
fellow  named  Fergus  Fleming  had  called  at 
the  Central  Station  and  made  inquires 
about  you,  wanting  to  know  if  you  had  any 
relations  here.  The  sergeant  told  him 
your  mother  lived  out  here,  whereupon 
Fleming  wanted  directions  how  to  find  the 
place ;  but  the  sergeant  couldn’t  give  ’em. 
Fleming  then  tried  to  get  a  squad  of  police 
to  come  and  raid  the  place.  He  said  there 
was  a  girl  shut  up  here,  named  Norine 
Norval,  and  that  you  and  I  were  trying  to 
get  possession  of  the  insurance  on  Norine’s 
brother’s  life,  when,  in  reality,  young  Nor¬ 
val  wasn’t  dead,  but  a  convict  on  the  Island. 
You  see  that  Fleming  is  greased  lightning 
on  the  scent,”  Dudley  went  on,  “  and  has 
got  the  case  down  pat.  It  nearly  lifted  me 
out  o’  my  boots  when  I  heard  about  it !” 

“  What’s  to  be  done  ?  ” 

“  Oh !  wait.  Don’t  get  in  a  sweat.  I’m 
no  fool.  Bill  said  that  Fleming  told  the 
sergeant  he  meant  to  frustrate  our  scheme, 
to-morrow,  and  arrest  us,  at  all  events,  but 
he  wanted  the  girl.  If  the  chief  concluded 
to  send  the  squad,  notice  would  be  sent  to 
Fleming  at  the  Sinclair  House. 

“  Well,  the  chief  didn’t  conclude  to  send 
the  squad.  Both  he  and  the  sergeant  re¬ 
garded  Fleming  as  no  go.” 

“  Thank  goodness  !  Did  Fleming  go  back 
to  New  York  ?  ” 

“  Yes.  Bill  kept  watch  on  him,  and  saw 
him  get  on  board  the  boat.  I  got  up  a  plan 
to  rid  ourselves  of  the  cuss.  I  arranged 
with  Bill  to  go  to  New  York  and  hunt 
up  Fleming,  and  represent  to  him  that 
he  had  been  sent  by  the  chief,  who 
had  concluded  to  raid  the  Malone  ■ 
house,  and  had  already  despatched  a 
squad  of  men,  and  if  Fleming  wanted  to 
be  present  at  the  raid,  ho  must  accompany 
Bill,  who  would  conduct  him  here.  Bill 
will  find  the  detective,  no  doubt,  and 
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i.-r?" 


Well  drug  her  before  we 


knock  the  senses  out  of  him  when 
they  get  ’most  here,  and  we’ll  bind  him, 
chuck  him  down  in  the  cellar,  and  he  can 
lay  there  till  we’re  safe  out  of  New  York. 
I’ve  made  arrangements  with  Cutchy— the 
driver  who  brought  us  here — to  call  for  us 
at  two  o’clock,  and  drive  us  to  Christopher 
Street  Ferry,  where  we’ll  cross  to  New 
York.” 

“  Will  you  take  the  girl  alonb 

“  Of  course, 
leave  here.” 

“  But  where  will  we  go  in  New  York — to 
Hester  Street  ?  ” 

“  Not  much  !  I’m  done  with  that  place. 
You  remember  Jack  Clinker’s,  where  I 
used  to  hang  out?  I  saw  him  yesterday, 
and  asked  him  if  I  were  to  want  to  hide 
myself  and  others,  if  his  place  would  be 
safe,  and  he  said  1  cert.’  ” 

“  Am  I  to  go  along  ?  ”  asked  Mrs.  Malone. 

“  Course  you  are !  ” 

“  When  do  you  expect  Hanover  ?  ” 

“  At  any  minute.  He  may  be  delayed  in 
getting  his  man,  but  he’ll  fetch  him  be¬ 
tween  now  and  one  o’clock,  mark  my  word. 

Young  Lowenstein  now  withdrew  from 
the  vicinity,  and  secreted  himself  again  in 
the  doorway. 

“  I’m  by  no  means  sorry  I  came  now,”  he 
muttered,  “  for  my  chance  is  near  to  do 
Fleming  a  good  turn  that  he  cannot  fail  to 
appreciate,  and  I  am  satisfied  he  will  do  as 
he  said  by  me.  He  is  to  be  left  shut  up  in 
the  house  when  these  wretches  go  away, 
but  he  won’t  remain  shut  up  long,  or  my 
name  isn’t  Isaac.  I’ll  have  him  out  and  at 
liberty  before  the  party  get  half  a  mile  on 
their  journey.  And  as  for  this  Jack 
Clinker’s  place,  I  happen  to  know  just 
•ndiere  it  is.  A  lot  of  stolen  stuff  came  to 
us  from  there  once,  and  we  traced  the 
matter  up  and  had  Clinker  arrested,  but 
could  prove  nothing.  So  they’ve  really  got 
Norine  Norval,  shut  up  in  there,  have  they  ? 
I  wish  I  could  get  her  out.” 

This,  however,  was  an  undertaking  not 
to  be  thought  of. 

The  only  thing  practicable  seemed  to  be 
to  lie  quiet  and  bide  his  time. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

IN  THE  MALONE  HOUSE. 


HAVE  you  killed  him?”  demanded 
Dudley,  as  he  approached  the 
spot  where  Dead  wood  Dick  was  lying. 

uOh/  no  I  didn’t  hit  hard  enough  for 
that !  ”  Hanover  replied.  “  I  thumped  him 
on  the  right  spot,  you  know,  and  he 
dropped. 

“  What  are  you  going  to  do  with  him  ?  ” 
Bind  him  so  there  is  no  possibility  of 


escaping,  shut  him  up  in  the  cellar,  and 
then,  when  we  vamoose,  lock  up  the  housd. 
It  is  ao  far  from  any  other  habitation  tha 
there’s  no  danger  of  his  being  heard.” 

The  process  of  binding  Dick  hand  and 
foot,  occupied  but  a  short  time ;  then,  his 
apparently  inanimate  form  was  raised,  and 
deposited  upon  the  bare  kitchen  floor,  in 
the  full  light  of  the  lamp. 

“  Is  he  dead  ?  ”  Maggie  asked,  indiffer¬ 
ently. 

“  Oh,  no  !  He’ll  be  as  lively  as  a  cricket 
by-and-bye,”  Bill  Hanover  declared. 

“  I  think,  on  the  whole,  we’d  better  bring 
him  to,”  Dudley  said.  “  I’d  like  to  question 
him.  If  ho  gets  boisterous,  it  will  be  an 
easy  matter  to  chloroform  him.” 

“Just  as  you  say.  You’re  the  boss,  not 
I!” 

Dudley  procured  a  wet  towel,  and  soused 
Dick’s  head,  and  dashed  a  quantity  of  cold 
water  into  his  face. 

This  soon  caused  Dick  to  open  his  eves. 

“  Yvrell,  my  fine  fellow,  how  d’ye  think 
you  feel  ?  ”  demanded  Dudley,  triumphantly. 

“  Except  for  a  sore  head,*!  feel  in  usual 
good  health,”  Dick  responded. 

“  Oh  !  you  do,  eh  ?  Ain’t  quite  so  frisky 
as  you  were,  though  ?  ” 

“  Perhaps  not.  That’s  owing  to  the 
straps.  Let  me  have  the  use  of  my  limbs, 
and  I’ll  try  to  convince  you  that  I  am  just 
as  frisky  as  I  used  to  be,  if  not  a  little  more 
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“  Sorry  we  cannot  accommodate  you. 
How  came  you  to  find  out  so  much  about 
this  Norval  case  ?  ” 

“  Why  do  you  want  to  know  ?  ” 

“Oh!  just  out  of  curiosity.  Not  that  it 
will  affect  matters  one  way  or  the  other, 
for  we  shall  keep  you  a  prisoner  until  after 
we  get  the  insurance  and  skip.  I  am  curi¬ 
ous  to  know  how  you  even  picked  up  the 
first  thread  of  the  plot.” 

“  It  was  through  your  amiable  partner, 
there !  ”  Dick  said,  nodding  to  Maggie.  “  I 
found  her  in  my  seat  on  the  train.  She  re¬ 
presented  herself  to  be  Norine  Norval, 
going  to  get  her  brother’s  body,  at  the  re¬ 
sidence  of  Captain  Delos  Dudley,  number 
—  Fourth  Avenue.  When  we.  got  out  of 
the  cars,  I  saw  some  scraps  of  paper  on  the 
seat,  and  put  them  in  my  pocket.  They 
afterwards  proved  to  be*  a  pawn-ticket, 
issued  to  Maggie,  and  a  scrap  of  paper, 
containing  your  name  and  address  on  one 
side,  and  the  address,  No.  2 — Hester  Street, 
on  the  other  side.  From  this  point  I  set  to 
work,  and  picked  up  the  trail.” 

“So,  if  we’re  baffled,  it’s  through  vou. 
eh  ?  ”  D  dley  growled. 

“  If  you  believe  what  the  man  tells  you— 
yes  !  ”  she  retorted,  coolly. 

“  Of  course,!  believe  him,  I’d  take  hi» 
word  to  yours,  any  time  !  ” 
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DEAD  WOOD  DICK  IN  NEW  VOPJC. 


“  Oh  !  don’t  get  too  sassy,  now.  I  won’t 
take  none  of  your  lip,  Delos  Dudley.  If 
you  expect  to  get  possession  of  the  insur¬ 
ance,  I  wonder  how’d  you  get  it,  without 
vie  ?  " 

Dudley  well  knew  all  lps  schemes  would 
ho  frustrated,  indeed,  should  Maggie  with¬ 
draw  her  support ;  so,  without  vouchsafing 
any  reply,  he  turned  to  the  prisoner. 

“  You  are  too  shrewd  a  chap  to  he  at 
liberty,  and  too  ’cute  to  kill!”  ho  said, 
admiringly.  “  I’d  rather  admire  you  but 
for  the  fact  that  it  would  be  detrimental  to 
my  interests.” 

“  Your  admiration  is  in  no  wise  solicited,” 
Dick  assured. 

“Weil,  I  suppose  not.  Don’t  know  as  I 
should  want  it,  were  I  in  your  boots.  Now 
you  see,  we  are  bound  to  get  that  insurance 
on  young  Norval’s  life,  and  fearing  that 
you  might  interfere  with  onr  plans,  before 
we  all  quit  this  house,  we  shall  shut  you  in 
the  cellar,  where  you  are  in  no  wise  likely 
to  be  disturbed  for  davs  to  come.  Few 
people  ever  come  here,  and  none  are  likely 
to,  as  the  old  woman  is  going  with  us.  So, 
you  see,  you  will  have  ample  time  to  de¬ 
liberate  over  life’s  uncertainties— especially 
those  of  a  detective’s  life.  The  girl, 
Norine,  we  shall  take  with  us  to  safer 
quarters,  till  we  get  the  boodle.  Then,  she 
will  be  set  at  liberty.  Now,  then,  how  do 
you  like  the  prospectus  ?  ” 

“  It  is  about  equal  to  what  I  expected  of 
you,”  Dick  replied,  grimly.  “All  I  can  say 
is,  go  ahead  with  your  apple-cart.  I  may 
get  free  yet,  in  time  to  trip  you.” 

“  Not  likely,”  Dudley  replied.  “  To  pre¬ 
vent  your  passing  the  next  few  hours  in 
sleeplessness,  I’ll  chloroform  you.” 

Dick  made  no  reply,  but  his  eyes  flashed 
defiance,  and  his  teeth  were  set. 

“  You’d  better  search  him  befove  you 
chuck  him  in  the  cellar !  ”  serenely  sug¬ 
gested  Miss  Maggie  Malone.  “  He  may 
have  some  more  wealth  about  his  duds.” 

“  Sure  enough ! ”  ' 

And  kneeling  beside  the  p^i^ner,  Dudley 
proceeded  to  go  through  the  prisoner’s 
pockets,  deliberately.  All  he  got  for  his 
trouble,  was  a  few  dollars.  Dick  had 
wisely  taken  the  precaution  to  leave  the 
balance  of  his  money,  and  his  diamond  pin, 
in  the  hotel  safe.  With  a  growl,  Dudley 
put  what  money  ho  did  get  in  his  pocket, 
and  produced  a  bottle  and  sponge,  the 
former  filled  with  chloroform.  Saturating 
T.kc  sponge,  he  held  it  to  Deadwood  Dick’s 
nose.  The  Western  detective  was  then 
'i  ’lined  by  Dudley  and  Bill  Hanover,  and 
carried  down  a  narrow  stairway,  into  the 
cellar. 

Leaving  him  there,  the  two  villains 

proceeded  to  the  kitchen,  and  locked  the 
door. 


“Now,  then,  one  more  job  of  this  sort, 
and  then  we’re  all  O.K. !  ”  Dudley  an¬ 
nounced. 

“  You  can  attend  to  that,  I  reckon,” 
Hanover  said.  “  I’ve  filled  my  part,  I  guess.” 

“You  have,  and  done  it  nobly.  I  believe 
I  agreed  to  give  you  fifty  dollars  ?  ” 

“Yes;  but  the  job  ought  to  be  worth 
double  that.” 

“  Oh !  well,  you  shall  not  go  away  dis¬ 
satisfied.  Here’s  a  hundred.” 

“  Much  obliged.” 

When  Hanover  was  gone,  Dudley  and 
Maggie  went  upstairs. 

The  former  carried  the  chloroform  and 
sponge,  and  the  latter  a  lamp. 

At  tlie  door  of  the  upper  front  room,  they 
paused  and  listened. 

“  ’Sh !  *  Maybe  she’s  asleep ;  and  we’ll 
have  no  trouble,”  Dudley  said. 

“  I  hope  so  !  ”  Maggie  answered. 

Dudley  cautiously  inserted  a  key  in  the 
lock,  turned  it,  and  then  opened  the  door. 

Seated  upon  a  chair,  with  her  face  buried 
in  her  hands,  was  the  prisoner. 

She  was  about  the  size  of  the  Mai  on* 
girl,  and  when  she  raised  her  face  to  gaze 
at  tlie  intruders,  it  wa3  to  be  seen  that  she 
was  marvellously  beautiful,  although  her 
face  was  now  tear-stained. 

She  quickly  arose  to  her  feet,  her  eyes 
flashing. 

“You  here  again?”  she  gasped.  “Is  it 
not  enough  that  I  am  a  prisoner,  that  you 
should  intrude  your  detestable - ” 

“  Softly,  softly,  my  dear  !  ”  Dudley  said, 
mockingly.  “You  should  not  get  excited 
over  nothing.  Your  term  of  imprisonment 
is  pretty  near  at  an  end.  Indeed,  we  have 
come  now,  to  take  you  over  to  New  York, 
and  in  a  couple  of  days  more,  you  will  be 
at  liberty.” 

“  What  are  you  going  to  do  with  that 
bottle  and  sponge,  sir  ?  ” 

“  Why,  you  see,  in  order  to  safely  remove 
3rou  fsom  here,  it  becomes  necessary  for  us 
to  chloroform  you  !  ” 

“  Oh  !  have  mercy !  have  mercy !  ” 

“  Sorry,  sis, but  that’s  out  of  the  question  ” 

“  I’ll  not  submit.  I’ll  resist  till  the  last 
minute !  ” 

Dudley  laughed  grimly. 

He  saturated  the  sponge  well  with  the 
anesthetic,  and  handing  the  bottle  to  Mag, 
he  leaped  forward,  and  seized  Norine  in  his 
embrace. 

She  struggled  and  fought  with  him  like  a 
young  tigress,  but  his  superior  strength 
overcame  her. 

She  was  then  carried  downstairs. 

About  three  o’clock  the  cab  arrived,  and 
she  was  placed  in  it.  The  house  was  then 
shut  up,  and  Dudley,  Maggie,  and  Mrs. 
Malone  got  into  the  conveyance,  which  waa 
driven  rapidly  away. 
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Wnen  the  cab  was  out  of  sight  and  hear¬ 
ing,  a  figore  glided  up  to  the  house. 

It  was  Isaac  Lowenstein. 

“  So  they've  gone  1”  he  muttered.  “  Fer¬ 
gus  Fleming  is  in  the  cellar,  in  an  insensi¬ 
ble  condition.  This  is  bad.  It  will  likely 
take  me  some  time  to  bring  him  to.  The 
first  thing,  is  to  get  into  the  house.  It  isn’t 
far  from  morning,  and  what  I  do,  must  be 
done  quickly !  ” 

“  I  guess  I’ll  have  to  burst  it  open  !  ”  he 
said,  aloud. 

Just  then,  a  heavy  hand  was  laid  upon 
his  shoulder! 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

TO  THE  RESCUE. 

IF  he  had  been  shot,  Isaac  could  not  have 
been  more  surprised,  when  he  felt  the 
heavy  hand  fall  upon  his  shoulder.  He  in¬ 
stantly  wheeled  around,  to  behold  a  six-foot 
uniformed  policeman. 

“Well,  young  man,  what  are  you  doing 
here  ?  ”  the  officer  demanded,  sternly. 
“  Caught  you  at  it,  didn’t  I  ?  ” 

“  So  it  appears  !  ”  Isaac  replied.  “  I 
didn’t  expect  it  would,  be  my  good  fortune 
to  find  a  cop  prowling  about  this  neighbour¬ 
hood.” 

“  Your  good  fortune,  eh  ?  ” 

“  Certainly.  If  I  had  known  you  were 
about,  I  should  have  called  upon  you  to 
break  in  this  door,  instead  of  trying  it  my¬ 
self.” 

“  The  deuce  you  say !  ”  sarcastically. 
“  Now,  come  off  1  You  can’t  work  that 
game  on  me !” 

“Don’t  let  that  worry  you!  I’m  in  no 
hurry  to  escape  from  here,  until  I  can 
rescue  my  friend  from  this  house.  But  be¬ 
fore  I  tell  you  any  more,  will  you  kindly 
tell  me  what  you’re  doing  away  out  here  ?  A 
“  Humph !  I  don’t  know  that  it  concerns 
you.  However,  if  it  will  do  you  any  good 
to  know,  there’s  a  couple  of  this  force  takes 
turns  watching  this  vicinity.” 

“  For  Maggife  Malone  ?  ” 

“Yes.  What  do  you  know  about  her?” 
“More  than  you  think.  Will  you  give 
me  a  chance  to  explain  t  ” 

“Go  ahead.” 

“  Weil,  a  friend,  wiio  is  a  detective,  got 
wind  that  Maggie  was  out  here,  to^-night, 
and  came  out  to  arrest  her.  Before  he  got 
here,  as^  I  have  since  learned,  he  was 
knocked  down  and  made  a  prisoner  by 
Maggie’s  pals.  Fearing  my  friend  might 
get  into  trouble,  I  came  out  here  al-so,  on 
the  sly,  to  be  near  at  hand,  in  case  my 
friend  needed  help.  I  found  my  friend  was 
a  prisoner,  by  listening  at  the  window,  and 
that  the  whole  party  intended  to  skip  for 


New  York,  by  way  of  the  Christopher 
Street  Ferry.  They  chloroformed  my 
friend,  so  he  could  not  give  chase,  and  not 
long  ago,  a  hack  came  for  them,  and  they 
locked  up  the  house,  and  cleared  out, 
taking  with  them  a  drugged  girl.  I  was 
just  trying  to  burst  into  the  house,  to 
rescue  my  friend,  when  you  came  up  ! 

The  cop  gave  vent  to  a  prolonged 
whistle. 

“I  thought  I  heard  carriage  wheels  over 
this  direction. a  bit  ago  !”  he  acknowledged, 
“  an’  I  know  the  Malones  are  a  hard  crowd, 
but  sure’s  my  name’s  John  Jones,  I  b’lieve 
yer  toyin'  to  stuff  me.” 

“  If  you  doubt  my  word,  sir,  open  the 
house,  go  down  into  the  cellar,  and  see  for 
yourself.” 

“  And  give  you  a  chance  to  slide  off !  ” 

“By  no  means.  I  will  walk  in  front  of 
you.” 

The  officer  reflected  a  moment. 

“  Your  name  ?  ”  he  demanded. 

“  Isaac  Lowenstein.” 

“  Your  friend’s  name  ?  ” 

“  Fergus  Fleming.” 

“And  you  say  the  old  woman  and  all,  has 
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gone  r 

“  Yes,  every  one  of  them.” 

Advancing  i<?  the  door,  Jones  rapped 
loudly  on  it  witn  his  club. 

“  Hello !  Wake  up  in  there !  ”  he 
shouted. 

Isaac  laughed. 

“You’re  wasting  your  wind,”  he  com¬ 
mented. 

Without  reply  the  officer  re^-ea ted  the 
operation  several  times. 

“*T  guess  you’re  about  right !”  he 
growled.  “  I’ll  soon  see  !  ” 

He  put  one  of  his  broad  shoulders 
against  the  door,  and  burst  it  open  as 
easily  as  though  it  had  been  a  pane  of 
glass. 

He  then  entered  the  kitchen,  Isaac  fol¬ 
lowing. 

A  match  was  struck,  and  the  lamp  on  the 
table  lit. 

“Hello!  what’s  that?”  the  officer  cried, 
spying  a  pool  of  clotted  blood  on  the  floor. 

“That  came  from  my  friend’s  head, 
where  he  was  hit,”  Isaac  explained. 

They  took  the  lamp,  unbarred  the  cellar 
door,  and  went  down. 

There,  sure  enough,  lay  Fergus  Fleming, 
alias ,  Deadwood  Dick,  on  the  cellar  bottom. 

His  eyes  were  closed,  and  he  was  breath¬ 
ing  heavily. 

The  smell  of  chloroform  clung  to  his 
breath. 

“You  take  the  lamp!”  Jones  said,  “and 
I’ll  soon  have  him  out  of  this  ” 

Isaac  obeyed,  and  Dick  wa3  carried  up- 
j  stairs  by  the  brawny  policeman  as  easily  as 
!  though  he  had  been  a  baby. 
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He  was  laid  upon  the  floor,  and  Jones  set 
to  work  to  restore  him  to  consciousness. 

By  application  of  water,  Dick  was  res¬ 
tored  to  a  semi-conscious  condition. 

“  Now,  if  I  had  a  little  whisky,  it  would 
do  an  immense  sight  of  good  !  ”  Jones  said. 
“  Look  around  and  see  if  you  can’t  find 
some,  for  I  know  the  old  woman  was  a 
reg’lar  old  guzzler.” 

Isaac  obeyed,  with  alacrity,  and  from  a 
closet  soon  brought  forth  a  bottle  of  liquor 
labelled : 

“Best  old  Irish  Whisky.” 

Jones  sampled  it,  smacked  his  lips,  and 
then  sampled  it  again,  ending  by  pronoun¬ 
cing  it  the  genuine  stuff. 

He  then  poured  a  little  of  it  between 
Dick’s  lips,  and  a  few  drops  on  the  wound. 

The  effect  was  almost  electrical,  for  the 
detective  opened  his  eyes,  sat  up,  and  gazed 
about  him. 

Jones  had  previously  removed  the  straps 
that  bound  him,  so  that  he  was  now  free. 

When  his  gaze  rested  upon  Isaac,  his 
face  lit  up,  and  he  with  difficulty  gained  his 
feet. 

“  You  here,  Isaac  ?  ’’  he  ejaculated. 

“Yes,  Mr.  Fleming.  I  tracked  Maggie 
Malone  here,  and  thus,  fortunately,  was 
here  to  rescue  you f  **“ 

“  You  are  a  good  pard  !  ”  Dick  said,  grate¬ 
fully.  “  I’ll  see  you  never  regret  your 
faithfulness.  Have  they  gone  ?  ” 

“  Yes,  some  time  ago.  I  could  not  hinder 
them— they  were  too  many  for  me.  So  I 
made  no  attempt.” 

“  Then  the  trail  is  lost !  ”  Dick  groaned. 

“  Not  s®,  my  friend.  I  got  here  before 
you  did,  and  learned  much  by  listening  that 
I  never  knew  before.  I  know  where  they 
are  going,  and  before  another  night  you 
can  have  them  in  jail,  if  you  choose.  As 
soon  as  you  feel  able,  we  will  start  at  once 
for  New  York.” 

“  I  am  able,  now !  ”  Dick  said.  “  The  ex¬ 
ercise  of  walking  will  do  me  good.” 

“And  as  for  me,”  said  Jones,  “it’s  purty 
near  time  for  me  to  go  off  duty,  so  I’ll  stay 
and  look  after  the  widow’s  house,  and  see 
that  no  one  don’t  get  away  with  this  whisky 
— except  myself.” 

Deadwood  Dick  and  Isaac  at  once  set  out 
on  foot  into  the  city,  toward  the  ferry. 

On  the  way  Isaac  recited  his  adventures 
since  he  had  seen  Dick  at  the  Palm  Gar¬ 
den,  even  to  what  he  had  heard  at  the 
Malone  dwelling,  telling  him,  how  when  he 
arrived  at  Jersey  City  he  saw  the  cab 
which  had  taken  Delos  Dudley  and  Maggie 
away,  and  being  afraid  of  causing  ruspicion, 
had  waited  for  the  cab  to  return. 

It  proved,  what,  he  thought,  a  somewhat 
tedious  wait,  however,  and,  in  the  meantime, 
he  slipped  into  a  saloon  and  pinned  a  badge 
to  his  vest.  It  was  a  professional  detec- 
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five’s  badge,  which  some  impecunious  indi¬ 
vidual  had  pawned  for  a  few  cents,  at 
Rosenthal’s  office. 

When  the  cab  returned,  he  hailed  the 
man  who  was  driving  and  told  him  that  he 
had  been  carrying  two  notorious  crooks, 
Maggie  Malone,  and  Captain  Delos  Dudley. 

The  cabby  said  “  it  was  no  business  of  his, 
who  he  carried,  so  long  as  they  paid  their 
fare.” 

To  this,  of  course,  Isaac  could  say 
nothing,  and  told  the  man  he  must  drive  on 
as  sharp  as  he  could  towards  Maggie’s 
house. 

This  was  at  once  done,  and  the  cab 
rattled  along  over  the  pavement  at  rapid 
speed,  and  by  the  time  it  was  fairly  dark, 
came  to  a  halt  near  the  spot  where,  later 
that  night,  Deadwood  Dick  had  received  the 
stunning  blow  that  rendered  him  insensi¬ 
ble. 

Isaac  then  told  Dick  how  he  should  have 
liked  t®  rescue  him,  but  not  having  a  “  bull 
dog  ”  with  him,  he  was,  perforce,  obliged  to 
await  his  opportunity. 

Dick  could  hardly  find  words  to  express 
his  gratitude,  and  in  turn  gave  the  young 
Hebrew  a  detailed  account  of  his  experience 
since  he  left  Philadelphia,  even  to  unfold¬ 
ing  to  him  the  insurance  plot. 

It  was  broad  day  when  they  arrived  on 
the  New  York  side  of  the  river,  and  the 
first  thing  they  aimed  for  was  an  eating- 
room,  where  they  spent  some  time  in  satis¬ 
fying  their  appetites. 

Then  they  went  to  Deadwood  Dick’s  room 
at  the  hotel,  where  they  enjoyed  a  couple  of 
cigars  over  a  conference. 

“  Lowenstein,”  Dick  said,  “  you  have  so 
won  my  esteem,  that  I  want  you  to  continue 
on  with  me  in  this  case,  and  if  there  is  any 
pecuniary  consideration  to  be  derived,  we 
will  share  and  share  alike.” 

“  If  I  can  be  of  any  assistance  to  you,  sir, 
you  may  command  me,”  Isaac  replied, 
respectfully. 

“  I’ve  no  doubt  you  can.  And  now,  in 
regard  to  this  Jack  Clinker’s  place,  where 
Dudley  and  his  gang  have  gone — what  sort 
of  a  den  is  it  ?  ” 

“  About  as  bad  as  any  I  know  of  in  the 
city.  It  is  a  regular  nes*  for  thieves  and 
scoundrels  of  all  classes,  as  well  as  both 
sexes.  It’s  a  four-storey  place,  and  the 
ground  floor  is  a  free-and-easy  saloon, 
catering  to  the  roughest  class.  Not  many 
women,  if  any,  frequent  the  saloon,  for  they 
would  be  brutally  ill-treated.” 

“  There  is  a  side  entrance,  I  suppose  ? ' 

“  Oh,  yes ;  that’s  always  open,  and  one 
that  ain’t  afraid  of  getting  knifed,  can  roam 
all  through  the  upper  halls.  I  wouldn’t 
like  to  try  it.  More  than  one  bleeding  chap 
has  emerged  from  the  lower  doorway.” 

“  Indeed  !  Now,  if  this  is  so,  the  chances 
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of  getting  possession  of  Norine,  look  rather 
slim.” 

“They  do,  indeed.  It  looks  to  me  as  if 
she  had  best  be  left  alone  until  Dudley  and 
Malone  are  arrested.” 

“  No,  no !  She  might  be  put  out  of  the 
way  altogether  then.” 

“That’s  so.  The  sharks  in  that  den 
cling  to  one  another  like  sisters  and 
brothers.” 

“  It  was  indeed  a  dismal  outlook,  and  the 
more  they  discussed  the  matter,  the  less 
encouraging  it  grew. 

“Well,  one  tiling  is  certain,”  Dick  said. 
“  Something  must  bo  done,  and  done  at 
once.  I  see  no  prospect  of  getting  at  the 
girl  now,  and  we  must  do  the  next  best 
thing.  The  insurance  company  must  put 
Dudley  and  Malone  off  till  to-morrow.” 

“  Ah  !  so  we  can  have  to-day  and  to-night 
to  work  in  ?” 

“Exactly.  I  will  write  them  a  note,  and 
you  can  take  it  to  them.” 

He  sat  down  and  wrote  rapidly,  with  the 
fol'owing  result : 

“  Matters  in  the  Norval  insurance  case 
are  deepening,  and  I  have  facts  that,  on 
to-morrow,  will  most  likely  save  your  com¬ 
pany  five  thousand  dollars.  The  woman 
who  is  represented  to  you  to  be  Norine 
Norval  is  nothing  of  the  kind  ;  but  the  real 
Norine  Norval  is  in  this  city,  a  captive  in 
the  power  of  the  two  conspirators  who  are 
trying  to  swindle  you  out  of  the  insurance 
money,  since  Wallace  Norval  is  not  dead. 

“  Now,  what  I  request  of  you  is  this  : 

“  When  Dudley  and  the  young  woman 
come  to-day  for  the  money,  put  them  off 
with  some  excuse  that  will  not  arouse  their 
suspicions,  and  tell  them  to  come  to¬ 
morrow,  and  there  will  be  no  further 
delay. 

“By  to-morrow,  I  will  have  the  real 
Norine,  if  I  have  to  call  on  the  police,  and 
produce  her  before  you,  and  arrest  this 
precious  pair  of  crooks,  who  are  among  the 
most  noted  in  the  city. 

“Fergus  Fleming,  Detective.” 

This  message  was  delivered  by  Isaac. 

An  hour  later  Dick  was  waited  upon  by 
the  president  and  auditor  of  the  company, 
and  at  their  request  he  explained  every¬ 
thing  that  is  known  to  the  reader,  doing  it 
so  clearly  and  concisely  as  to  satisfy  any 
doubts  they  may  have  entertained. 

“  For  a  disinterested  party,  you  have  cer¬ 
tainly  shown  unprecedented  energy  and 
detective  ability.”  the  president  said,  “  and 
you  shall  not  go  away  from  New  York 
without  a  suitable  recompense  for  your  ser¬ 
vices.” 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

“WQRKING  UP”  HANOVER. 

SSURED  on  the  point  of  Dudley’s  fail¬ 
ing  to  get  the  insurance  money,  Dead- 
wood  Dick  felt  somewhat  easier,  and  he  and 
Isaac  Lowenstein  spent  the  forenoon  in  en¬ 
deavouring  to  form  some  feasible  plan  for  the 
rescue  of  Norine  Norval,  but  Jack  Clinker’s 
was  such  a  disreputable  and  dangerous  den, 
that  it  was  hard  to  conceive  any  plan  by 
which  a  rescue  could  be  effeeted  without 
entailing  discovery. 

Just  about  noon,  Isaac,  of  his  own 
accord,  took  a  trip  down  to  the  vicinity  of 
the  den,  in  order  to  get  the  lay  of  the  land. 

When  he  returned,  he  shook  his  head  dis- 
couragingly. 

“  I  went  down  there,”  he  said,  “  but  that’s 
all  the  good  it  did.  The  place  is  just  tho 
same  as  ever,  only,  if  anything,  worse.  I 
didn’t  venture  in,  for  there  was  a  fight 
going  on  inside,  and  it  was  worth  one’s  life 
to  get  mixed  up  in  it.” 

“  Are  there  no  police  in  the  neighbour¬ 
hood  ?  ” 

“  Oh !  there’s  one  on  the  comer,  but  he’3 
been  there  for  years,  and  is  deaf,  dumb  and 
blind  as  to  anything  that’s  going  on  in 
Clinker’s  place.” 

“I  wonder  how  a  police  raid  would  do  ? 
— but  then,  that  would  scare  away  our 
game.” 

“  Of  course !  ” 

Dick  spent  some  time  in  thought,  and 
then,  lie  suddenly  slapped  his  knee,  and  his 
countenance  lit  up. 

“By  Jove!  I  believe  I  have  it!”  he 
ejaculated. 

“  If  you  have,  let’s  have  a  bite  !  ”  Isaac 
replied. 

“  Of  course  I  will.  Here’s  my  idea.  Yrou 
know  that  Bill  Hanover,  according  to  what 
Dudley  said,  was  formerly  a  crook,  and,  for 
that  matter,  is  yet.  He  has  occupied  a 
subordinate  position  in  his  uncle’s  office. 
Do  you  suppose  he  would  go  back  there, 
after  the  events  of  last  night  ?  ” 

“  I  shouldn’t  think  he  would,  though  such 
a  thing  might  be  possible.” 

“  So  I  have  thought,  he  calculating  that 
if  a  charge  were  mado  against  him,  he 
could  prove  an  alibi” 

“Well,  I’m  going  to  try  a  new  racket. 
I’m  going  to  telegraph  him  to  come  to  the 
United  States  Hotel  at  once,  on  important 
business,  and  sign  it  ‘Captain  D.D.’  Do 
you  think  it  will  work  r  ” 

“  Perhaps.  It’s  worth  trying.  When  lie 
comes  to  the  hotel - ” 

“We  will  be  in  the  office,  and  force  him 
into  an  interview,  under  penalty  of  arrest. 
Then  I’ll  talk  turkey  to  him,  and  convince 
hi^i  that  the  only  way  to  avoid  a  terip  of 
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years  in  State’s  prison,  will  be  to  go  and  get 
the  girl  for  us.” 

“  To-night  ?  ” 

“  Yes.” 

“But  would  that  be  advisable?  If  the 
girl  is  rescued  to-night,  Dudley  and  Maggie 
might  be  alarmed,  and  give  113  the  slip, 
without  giving  us  any  further  chance  to  get 
them.” 

“  True  enough  !  true  enough.  She  can¬ 
not,  then,  safely  bo  rescued  until - ” 

“To-morrow,  when  we  are  satisfied  Dud¬ 
ley  and  Maggie  have  started  out  to  get  the 
insurance.  Then,  Hanover  must  rescue 
her,  providing  we  can  fetch  him  to 
terms.” 

“  I  have  it.  If  we  can  scare  him,  he  can 
go  to  Clinker’s  co-night,  and  mingle  with 
the  gang.  To-morrow,  he  can  go  and  get 
the  girl,  saying  Dudley  sent  him.  I  think  it 
will  work.” 

There  was  thing  like  trying  it  at  any 
rate. 

So  leaving  the  hotel,  they  made  their  way 
toward  the  nearest  telegraph  office. 

They  had  not  reached  it,  yet,  when  Dead- 
wood  Dick  suddenly  clapped  Isaac  on  the 
shoulder,  with  the  exclamation  : 

“  There  he  is,  now  !  ” 

Sure  enough,  on  the  opposite  side  of  the 
street,  Hanover  was  to  be  seen,  skulking 
along  among  the  crowd,  as  if  he  were  afraid 
of  being  seen,  his  course  being  down  town. 

“  Yes.' "that  is  the  scoundrel,  sure 
enough !”’ Isaac  admitted.  “He  acts  as  if 
he  were  afraid  some  one  would  see  him.” 

“  Yes,  he  has  a  guilty  look.  Come !  We 
must  not  miss  this  opportunity.” 

They  crossed  the  street,  and  followed 
sharply  after  the  fellow. 

They  were  not  long  in  overtaking  him, 
when  Dick  laid  his  hand  upon  his  shoulder, 
and  by  a  powerful  grip  caused  him  suddenly 
to  face  about. 

“  Slow  no  !”  Dick  said,  sternly.  “*I  want 
to  have  a  "}£$tle  private  conversation  with 
you.” 

Hanover  uttered  a  startled  oath  as  he 
saw  the  detective,  and  attempted  to  wrench 
away,  but  the  grasp  that  held  him  was  firm. 

“  Let  me  go  !  ”  he  gasped — hissed,  rather. 

“  Not  until  I  have  had  a  talk  with  you. 
Come  right  along  without  resistance,  or  into 
the  cooler*  you  go,  in  a  jiffy.  I’m  talkin’ 
business  now.” 

“  What  d’ye  want  ?  ”  Bill  demanded. 

“You  come  along  to  some  beer-garden, 
and  you’ll  find  out.  Walk !  ” 

“  Take  off  your  hand  and  I’ll  go.” 

“  Correct.  Make  an  attcrppt  to  escape 
me,  and  I’ll  put  a  bullet  through  you.” 

They  crossed  over  into  the  Bowery,  and 
soon  found  a  beer-garden  where  there  were 
plenty  of  seats,  and  but  few  to  occupy  them 
at  that  hour  of  the  day. 


Here  they  became  seated  at  a  table. 

Hanover  was  pale  and  fidgety,  and  had  a 
guilty,  sheepish  look. 

“  Well,  what  do  you  want  ?”  he  demanded 
after  they  were  seated. 

“  I  want  to  know  if  you  don’t  £eel  rather 
shaky  in  your  boots  ?”  Dick  replied. 

“  Why  so !” 

“  Because  you  see  a  long  term  of  impris¬ 
onment  staring  you  in  the  face.” 

“  I  don’t  see  it  yet,”  he  replied,  doggedly. 

“You  don’t  eh?  Why,  you  don’t  for  a 
moment  suppose  you’re  going  to  escape,  do 
you  ?” 

“  What  have  I  done,  pray  ?” 

Dick  laughed,  dryly. 

“  That  won’t  work,  Fox-eye !”  he  declared, 
convincingly.  “  That  little  escapade  of 
yours  last  night  was  the  last  straw  that 
broke  the  camel’s  back.  That  little  tap  you 
gave  me  on  the  cranium  I  didn’t  mind  so 
much,  as  I’m  noted  for  a  tough  skull.  But 
your  complicity  with  Dudley  and  the 
Malones  settled  the  whole  business,  and 
when  Inspector  Byrnes  wanted  to  know  if 
I  thought  I  could  lay  hands  on  you,  I  told 
him  I  thought  I  could.” 

Hanover  shut  his  teeth  together  and  re¬ 
mained  silent,  while  Deadwood  Dick,  feel¬ 
ing  his  way  as  a  blind  man  might  do,  went 
on  to  say : 

“You  see,  Hanover,  that  old  Metropolitan 
grudge  ain’t  wiped  out  yet,  by  a  long  shot, 
and  you  are  wanted  just  as  much  to-day  as 
before  you  changed  your  residence  to  Jer¬ 
sey  City.  Of  course  you  know  what  your 
arrest  over  here,  signifies — not  less  than  a 
year  at  hard  labour,  the  very  lightest 
penalty.” 

“  Bah  !  You  are  only  gassing.  I’ve  been 
over  here  scores  of  times  and  no  one  ever 
bothered  me.” 

“  That  may  be.  You  didn’t  have  me 
pitted  against  you  then.  That  was  an 
unlucky  thing  for  you  to  do,  last  night.  Of 
course  you  made  an  even  hundred  by  the 
job,  but  what  of  that  ?  What  s  a  hundred 
dollars  to  liberty — bah !  nothing !” 

“  Plow  do  you  know  I  got  a  hundred  dol¬ 
lars  ?”  Hanover  demanded,  grimly. 

“  Because  my  friend  here  overheard  the 
transaction  between  you  and  Dudley.” 

“  He  set  you  at  liberty,  then  ?” 

“  Yes.” 

Hanover  grated  his  teeth. 

'  “  I  thought  it  was  poor  policy  to  leave 
you  shut  up  in  the  house.  If  it  had  been 
me  I’d  have  fixed  it  different,  I’ll  bet  a 

cracker !” 

“  You’d  have  put  a  knife  through  me, 
eh  ?” 

The  villain  made  no  answer,  bur  his  grim 
silence  seemed  to  indicate  that  Dick  had 
guessed  aright. 

“  Oh  !  I  know  you’re  equal  to  any  crime !” 
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Dick  said.  il  But  when  you  get  over  on  the 
Island,  or  up  at  Sing  Sing,  whichever  place 
they  choose  to  send  you  to,  you’ll  have  a 
chance  to  reflect  over  the  folly  of  your  ways. 
Jt  may  be  you’ll  have  Dudley  for  ’company.” 
“Bah!  You’ll  not  get  him !” 

“  Won’t  I  ?  The  trap  is  all  laid,  and  he 
will  be  bagged  at  the  insurance  office  to¬ 
morrow,  in  company  with  Miss  Maggie.” 

“  You  don’t  know  where  they  are.” 
“Mistaken  again.  They  are  at  Jack 
Clinker’s” 

“Indeed!  I’d  like  to  know  how  the 
devil  you  have  got  your  news  ?” 

“  That  don’t  matter.” 

Here  Dick  glanced  at  the  clook  on  the  wall. 
“  It’s  pretty  near  time  the  officers  camo, 
ain’t  it,  Isaac  ?” 

“  They  were  to  be  here  at  three,”  Isaac 
replied,  “twenty  minutes  yet.’’ 

“  What  officers  ?”  Hanover  quickly  de¬ 
manded. 

“  Why,  I  sent  to  the  chief  of  police  to 
Bend  a  couple  of  special  officers  here,  so 
that  in  case  I  run  you  down,  they  could 
take  charge  of  you.” 

“  For  God’s  sake,  you  are  not  really  going 
to  give  me  up,  are  you  ?” 

“  Why,  certainly  !  Why  should  I  not  ?  I 
am  sure  you  richly  deserve  it.” 

“Maybe  I  do;  but,  for  %e  love  of 
Heaven  have  mercy  on  me.” 

“  Pray  illustrate  why  I  should  h&vs  mercy 
on  you,  scoundrel  that  you  are  ?” 

“  Because  I  have  been  trying  to  reform, 
from  the  time  I  went  over  to  Jersey  City  to 
live,  up  to  yesterday,  I  have  not  been  guilty 
of  any  bad  act,  and  am  well  thought  of  over 
there.  I  am  engaged  to  be  married  to  an 
estimable  young  lady,  of  good  family,  and 
my  arrest  would  kill  all  my  chances.” 

“Then,  why  did  you  abet  Dudley  and 
Maggie  ?” 

“Perhaps  God  knows— 7  don’t.  I  saw 
that  they  were  in  danger,  and  the  devil 
prompted  me  to  help  them  out  of  the  scrape. 

I  have  been  sorry  sine  hat  I  did,  and  have 
felt  so  guilty,  that  I  ha*;.*,  not  dared  to  show 
mv  face  in  Jersey  City.” 

The  man  spoke  with  a  depth  of  feeling  in 
his  tone  which  proved  that  he  meant  what 
he  said— that  he  was  really  sorry  for  what 
he  had  done. 

“  I  don  t  hardly  credit  this  repentance,” 
Dick  said,  eying  the  '’rook,  searchinedy. 

“  ft  don’t  sound  right.” 

“  I  mean  it,  as  sure  as  there  is  a  God  in 
heaven,  sir.  I  love  the  girl  to  whom  I  am 
er5Sa&ed,  and  in  her  is  based  my  future 
hope  of  peace,  happiness  and  a  better  life. 
To  arrest  me,  and  cast  me  into  prison — for 
I  know  I’d  get  no  baby  sentence,  owing  to 
oid  scores — would  be  to  wrest  from  me  all 
courage  tor  the  better,  and  servo  to  send 
me  headlong  down  to  perdition  !” 
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“  Supposing  I  were  to 
chance — ” 

“I  would  grasp  it;,  as  a  drowning  man 
would  clutch  at  a  straw.” 

Deadwood  Dick  appeared  to  reflect,  and 
glanced  again  at  the  clock. 

“  It  is  said  first  thought  is  always  best,” 
he  observed,  “  and  I  don’t  think  it  would  be 
safe  to  trust  you.  Your  past  is  too  dark.” 

“  No  need  to  tell  me  that.  I  know  it  has 
not  been  above  reproach,  but  does  that 
signify  that  I  cannot  lead  a  better  life  ?” 

“  You  tried  it  you  say,  and  failed.” 

“  True  ;  but  give  me  atrial,  and  I’ll  wager 
my  head  I’ll  not  fail  again.” 

“  Well,  new,  see  here.  If  I  do  not  hand 
you  over  to  the  officers,  will  you  assist  me  ?” 

“  Certainly.  What  is  it  you  want  done  ?” 

“I  want  you  to  rescue ’the  girl,  Narine 
Norval,  from  the  custody  of  Dudley!” 

Hanover  whistled. 

“  I  can  try  it— will  try  it.  But  it’s  a  big¬ 
ger  tiling  to  do  than  you  may  suppose.”  & 

“  You’re  on  good  terms  with  Dudley  and 
Maggie  ?” 

“  Yes.” 

“  And  are  known  at  Clinker’s  ?” 

“  Yes.  I  think  perhaps  I  can  work  it. 
When  do  you  want  the  girl  ?” 

“  I  will  tell  you.  I  have  notified  the  in¬ 
surance  company  to  put  Malone  off  till  ten 
to-morrow,  to  give  me  a  chance  to  produce 
the  girl,  Norine.  Dudley  and  Maggie  will 
leave  Clinker’s  about  nine,  probably.  The 
girl  must  be  liberated  as  soon  as  they 
leave.”  J 

“  I  see.  Now  let  me  see  how  that  will 
work ! 

Hanover  appeared  absorbed  in  meditation 
tor  several  minutes. 

„  “  l  r®ek?n  J  can  work  it  all  right,”  he  said, 
but  I  shall  doubtless  need  some  help. 
The  girl  will  likely  be  left  in  old  Biddy 
Malone  s  charge,  and  I’ll  give  vou  my  word 
she  s  an  old  terrier.  Now,  here’s  a  plan  that 
I  reckon  might  work  all  right.  Being  a  de- 

'elf1 P”6’  ^0U  kn0W  *10w  to  disguise  your- 

u  mako  froyond  recognition.” 

,  W®J)>  y°u  disguise  yourself,  and  we  will 
go  to  Clinkers  to-night,  and  mingle  with 
the  boys.  You  want  to  have  a  few  dollars  to 
spend  on  drinks.  I’ll  introduce  vou  as  ‘the 
judge,  an  old-time  pal  of  mine,  from  Chicago 
and  you  11  get  on  all  right.”  ’ 

“  But  what’s  the  object  in  this  ?” 

“  One  object  is  to  familiarize  yourself  with 
the  place,  and  the  boys,  so  that  if  you  are 
seen  around  there  to-morrow,  you  won’t  bo 
set  down  as  a  detective.  See  ?” 

“Correct.” 

“  Well  we’ll  likely  see  Dudley  about  the 
place,  ana  after  introducing  you,  I’ll  put  a 
.tea  in  his  ear  that  you’ve  got  a  big  thing  on 
foot,  to  cruel;  a  fat  crib,  up  on  Sisty-second 
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Street,  day  after  to-morrow  night,  and  want 
a  couple  of  trusty  pals  as  helpers.  Then, 
I’ll  propose  we  adjeurn  to  Dudley’s  room, 
to  talk  over  the  thing.” 

“Do  you  think  the  plan  will  work  ?” 

“  Certainly.  He’ll  bite  like  a  crab.”  He 
loves  money  better  than  any  man  I  know. 
Once  in  his  room,  we  ican  form  some  idea 
where  the  girl  is,  so  as  to  make  the  pull  for 
her,  to-morrow.” 

“  But  about  the  burglary  ?” 

“  If  you  play  your  part  well,  all  will  be 
right.  There’s  an  old  bachelor  miser  lives 
up  on  the  West  Sixty-second  Street,  who  is 
reputed  to  have  many  thousand  dollars 
stored  away  in  his  house.  His  name  is 
Peter  Paulding.  You  can  allow  that  you 
have  found  where  he  keeps  the  boodle,  and 
if  we  join  you,  you  will  divide  even.  Then, 
after  a  chat,  we’ll  withdraw.  To-morrow, 
I’ll  be  at  Clinker’s  early,  and  when  you  see 
Mag  and  Dudley  light  out,  you  come  over, 
and  we’ll  get  the  girl,  if  we  have  to  clean  out 
the  shebang.” 

“  Where  shall  I  meet  you  to  night  ?” 

“  At  the  corner  of  Canal  and  Chrystie 
street,*  at  eight,  to-night.  If  I  don’t  know 
you  when  you  come  along,  say  ‘Keno,’  and 
I’ll  drop  to  you.  And,  now,  you’d  better 
keep  shady,  lest  Dudley  finds  you  are  free, 
and  is  on  his  guard.” 

“  Oh  !  I’ll  look  out  for  that.  As  for  my 
companion  here,  he  goes  to  Philadelphia, 
this  afternoon,  for  proof  of  Norine’s  iden¬ 
tity,  and  will  not  be  back  ’  till  to-morrow.  I’ll 
keep  away,  from  the  Sinclair  House  as  much 
as  possible,  and  join  you  to  night.” 

“  Then,  1  suppose  I  am  at  liberty  to  go  ?” 

“  Yes.  If  you  do  the  square  thing  all 
will  be  well.  If  you  dortt,  I’ll  put  you  in 
prison  if  it  costs  me  twenty  years  of  search 
for  you !” 

“  You  need  not  fear.  I  will  act  fair  and 
square.” 


CHAPTER  XV.  / 

IN  THE  THIEVES  DEN,— TIIE  BLOW. 

HANOVER  then  arose  and  took  his  de¬ 
parture. 

When  he  was  gone;  Dick  and  Isaac  sat  a 
few  minutes,  regarding  each  other  inquir¬ 
ingly. 

“  Well !”  Dick  said,  at  length.  “  what’s 
your  opinion?” 

“  I  don’t  know,”  the  young  Hebrew  replied, 
“  but  it  occurred  to  me  that  that  drive  about 
my  going  to  Philadelphia,  was  pretty  good.” 

“  Yes.  It  literally  takes  you  out  of  town, 
with  no  danger  of  your  interference,  until 
some  time  to-morrow.” 

“  So  I  see.  But,  the  object  ?  Have  you 
not  placed  entire  confidence  in  Hanover  ?” 


“By  no  means.  I  may  be  mistaken  in 
him,  but  I  shall  not  fully  trust  him,  until  I 
find  him  square.” 

“  How  about  the  visit  to  Clinker's  ?  I  sup¬ 
pose,  you  will  go  ?” 

“  No.  It  wouldn’t  be  policy.  I  might 
get  into  a  trap  that  would  be  harder  to  get 
out  of  than  that  at  the  Malone  house.” 

“  But,  what  will  you  do  ?” 

“  I  shall  have  to  provide  a  substitute.  How 
would  you  like  to  take  my  place  ?” 

Isaac  looked  doubtful,  for  a  moment. 

“  I’m  afraid  I  wouldn’t  answer.” 

“  Why  not  ?  You  and  I  are  just  about  a 
size,  and  you  speak  as  good  English  as  I,  if 
not  better.  I  could  fix  you  up  so  that 
Hanover  would  not  know  tire  difference. 
Our  voices,  too,  are  alike.  As  for  the  rest 
you  heard  Hanover’s  reference,  to  Peter 
Paulding,  the  burglary,  and  so  forth.  You 
can  make  up  the  rest  as  well  as  I.” 

Supposing  it  is  a  trip  ?  ” 

“  Why,  about  all  there’ll  be  of  it,  they’d 
hold  you  a  prisoner — likely  lock  you  up  in  a 
room.  I  don’t  believe  they’d  even  remove 
the  disguise.  As  for  personal  danger,  I 
should  not  fear  that,  as  they’d  not  dare  kill 
you.” 

“I  don’t  know.  It’s  a  hard  den.” 

“  Even  so,  deliberate  murder  is  something 
the  most  hardened  wretches  hesitate  at.  I 
shall  give  you  three  hours  at  Clinker’s,  and 
you  must  govern  your  time,  accordingly.  If 
you  are  not  out  of  there  by  that  time,  I’ll 
know  the  reason  why.” 

“  You  will  not  venture  in,  single  handed  ?” 

“  No.  I  will  have  backing !” 

“  Well  I’ll  go.  I  think  perhaps  I  can  play 
the  part  all  right.” 

“  I  am  satisfied  you  can.  Indeed,  I  would 
hesitate  about  trusting  anyone  else.” 

“  Well  I’ll  do  my  best.” 

“  That’s  all  anyone  could  do.  You  go  to 
the  United  States  Hotel,  where  I  will  stay 
for  the  present,  and  I’ll  join  you,  pretty 
soon,  get  a  room  and  fix  up  your  disguise.” 

Accordingly  they  separated. 

Dick  had  several  errands  to  attend  to. 

One  of  the  first,  was  to  repair  to  the 
Sinclair  House,  where  he  procured  his 
satchel,  paid  his  bill,  and  took  leave. 

He  then  repaired  to  the  costumier’s,  where 
he  had  previously  obtained  the  loafePs 
disguise. 

This  ho  secured  for  young  Lowenstein, 
together  with  necessary  paints,  etc.,  for 
“  making  up,”  and  alsb  procured  a  disguise 
for  himself. 

These,  with  his  satchel,  he  had  sent  to  the 
United  States  Hotel. 

He  then  made  his  way  to  the  office  of  the 
company  that  had  insured  Wallace  Norval’a 
life. 

As  luck  would  have  it,  he  found  th$ 
manager  in,  and  was  cordially  receiveds 
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*  Well,  Mr.  t  xeming,  have  you  unearthed 
any  new  developments  in  the  case  ?” 

“  I  have  arranged  to  have  my  partner 
enter  the  wolves’  den,  where  Norine  Nerval 
confined,  to-night,”  Deadwood  Dick 
replied.  “  This  is  but  a  preliminary  to  the 
rescue,  to-morrow.  Were  Dudley  and  the 
young  woman  here  ?” 

“  Yes.  They  were  told  that  Mr.  Barnes, 
the  vice-president,  had  been  called  out  of 
town — which  is  true — and  nothing  could  be 
done  until  to-morrow,  at  ten,  when  their 
ease  would  be  settled.” 

Dick  smiled. 

“  If  things  work  right  their  case  will  be 
settled”  he  said.  “ How  did  they  take  the 
delav  ?” 

V 

“  Oh !  with  good  grace.  The  prospect  of 
surely  getting  the  five  thousand  dollars  to¬ 
morrow,  was  a  great  panacea  to  their  dis¬ 
appointment  in  not  getting  it  te-day.” 

“  They  did  not  appear  anxious  ?” 

“  Not  that  I  could  observe,  and  I  am  a 
pretty  good  reader  of  character.  But  about 
this  friend  of  yours:  is  ho  not  running 
considerable  risk  ?” 

“  It  was  about  that,  that  I  came  to  see  you. 
He  is  undoubtedly  entering  a  dangerous 
den,  and  may  possibly  fall  into  a  trap.  In 
case  he  does,  matters  nfust  needs  be  wound 
up  differently  from  what  I  had  calculated 
on.  I  shall  know  by  the  length  of  his  stay 
in  the  place,  whether  he  gets  into  trouble 
or  not.” 


“  And  if  he  does  ?” 

“  He  and  Norine  must  be  rescued,  and 
Dudley  and  the  false  Norine  arrested,” 

“  What  place  did  you  say  this  was  ?” 

“Jack  Clinker’s,  in  Water  street.” 

“  I  think  I’ve  heard  of  it.  A  regular 
thieves’  nest,  eh  ?” 

“  Yes.” 

“  Then  you  will  require  to  have  some 
assistance  from  the  police  ?” 

“  Yes.  I  am,  you  understand,  merely  a 
private  detective,  and  it  would  do  me  no 
good  to  call  for  assistance,  without  some 
authority.  I  thought,  possibly,  you  being  a 
gentleman  of  prominence,  you - ” 

“  I  can  fix  it !”  the  president  said,  reaching 
for  his  hat.  “The  chief  of  police  is  a 
personal  friend  of  mine,  and  you  shall  have 
the  power  you  need  and  justly  deserve.” 

They  left  the  office,  entered  the  pre¬ 
sident’s  private  equipage,  and  wore  driven 
to  the  office  of  the  chief  of  police. 

Leaving  Dick  in  the  outer  office  the  pre¬ 
sident  entered  the  inner  one,  and  held  a 
private  conference  with  the  chief. 

Shortly,  Dick  was  called  in,  and  within 
half-an-hour  he  was  a  full-fiedged  metro¬ 
politan  detective,  and  had  the  assurance  of 
the  chief  that  any  call  of  his  for  police  to 
raid  the  place  of  Jack  Clinker  would  be 
promptly  responded  •' 


Highly  pleased  with  the  honour  thus  con¬ 
ferred  upon  him,  Dick  went  to  the  United 
States  Hotel,  and  found  Isaac  and  his  bag¬ 
gage  already  there. 

A  room  was  secured,  and  then  the  two 
began  to  get  the  matter  of  disguises  under 
way. 

When  Isaac  had  dormed  the  suit  Dick 
had  previously  worn,  and  was  adorned  with 
the  whiskers,  and  touched  with  paint,  Dick 
had  to  sit  down  on  the  bed  and  roar  with 
laughter,  for  Isaac,  naturally  good-looking, 
was  now  a  most  funny  individual.  His 
own  mother  nor  most  intimate  acquaintances 
would  have  known  him. 

“  Dh,  but  you’re  a  masher !”  Dick  laughed. 
“  I  don’t  know  but  what  I  ought  to  provide 
you  a  body-guard  to  keep  the  girH  away 
from  you.” 

Isaac  was  forced  to  laugh  when  he  sur¬ 
veyed  himself  in  the  glass. 

“  I  am  so  changed  that  I  almost  forget 
how  I  originally  looked,”  he  said. 

“  Then  you’ve  no  doubt  but  what  you  can 
go  through  with  your  part  ?” 

“  I  feel  twice  as  confident  as  I  did  be¬ 
fore.” 

Dick  then  proceeded  to  disguise  himself, 
and  did  it  so  cleverly  that  his  identity  was 
well  lost. 

He  wore  a  flowing  beard  of  the  colour  of 
his  own  moustache,  a  silk  hat,  eye-glasses, 
and  a  full-dress  suit  of  clothes,  and  had  the 
appearance  of  a  man  of  five-and-forty  years 
— looked  like  a  Wall  street  stockbroker,  as 
Isaac  admiringly  commented. 

When  their  disguises  were  perfect,  there 
was  little  or;  nothing  for  our  friends  to  do 
but  await  the  coming  of  night. 

It  would  not  be  a  long  wait,  for  the  after¬ 
noon  was  already  well  spent. 

The  spare  time  was  passed  in  discussing 
the  probable  result  of  Isaac’s  visit  to 
Clinker’s  den. 

W ould  Bill  Hanover  prove  treacherous, 
or  could  his  word  be  relied  on  ? 

It  was  a  question  hard  to  answer,  with 
odds  in  favour  of  laying  a  trap  to  ensnare 
the  man  he  had  promised  to  deal  squarely 
with. 

And  now  the  hour  arrived  for  Isaac  to  set 
forth  on  his  perilous  mission,  and  shaking 
hands  with  Deadwood  Dick,  as  they  stood 
in  front  of  the  hotel,  he  strodo  away  with  a 
firm  step. 

“  He  has  plenty  of  grit !”  Dick  muttered, 

“  and  he  will  go  through  with  it  if  anyone 
can.” 

^  When  Isaac  arrived  in  the  vicinity  of 
Canal  and  Chrystie  Streets,  ho  espied  Bill 
Hanover  waiting  on  one  corner  under  a 
lamp-post. 

There  was  no  perceptible  change  in  the 
fellow’s  appearance. 

Hq  watched  Isaac  narrowly  as  he  ap- 
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proached,  as  if  ho  thought  he  recognized 
him. 

Instead  of  making  himself  immediately 
known,  Isaac  walked  straight  on  past  the 
crook,  scarcely  deigning  him  a  glance,  and 
turned  down  Canal  Street  a  ways. 

Then  he  retraced  his  steps,  and  found 
Hanover  looking  up  Chrystie  Street  expect¬ 
antly. 

Isaac’s  quiet  laugh  gave  him  a  start. 

“  Who  are  you  ?”  he  demanded,  grimly. 

“Keno !” 

“  Ah !  I  thought  so  when  I  saw  you  com¬ 
ing  ;  but  when  you  passed  by,  I  changed  my 
mind.  Are  you  all  ready  ?” 

“  I  am.  How  is  the  lay  of  the  land  at 
Clinker’s  ?” 

“  There  you  have  me.  I’ve  kept  shy  of 
the  place  for  fear  I  might  run  against 
Dudley,  and  he’d  smell  a  rat.  I  guess 
things  will  be  runnin’  ’bout  as  usual.  If 
there’s  any  fightin’,  you  keep  out  of  it.  Did 
you  send  your  partner  to  Phila  ?” 

“  Hours  ago.  ’ 

c<  When  will  he  be  back  ?” 

“  About  ten  to-morrow.” 

“  Well,  I  guess  we’d  better  move  along 
toward  Clinker’s,  and  see  what’s  going  on 
there.  Are  you  armed  ?” 

“  No.” 

“That’s  bad!  Might  get  into  trouble, 
you  see,  and  need  to  shoot.  However,  I 
have  a  pistol,  and  I  guess  we  will  get  along 
all  right.” 

They  then  walked  along,  and  in  due  time 
arrived  in  the  immediate  vicinity  of  Jack 
Clinker’s  place. 

There  was  a  dim  light  in  the  saloon,  the 
f-i  trance  to  which  was  guarded  by  a  screen 
door,  and  from  inside  came  the  sounds  of 
coarse  voices  and  profanity,  mingled  with 
the  clinking  of  glasses. 

“  The  gang’s  all  present,  I  guess,”  Hanover 
raid,  “  but  they  ain’t  got  filled  up  yet. 
Come,  let’s  make  a  break  before  they 
do.” 

And  he  led  the  way. 

Not  without  some  feelings  of  trepidation 
•  id  Isaac  follow,  and  they  entered  the 
saloon. 

Bill  Hanover  was  at  once  greeted  with 
imiliar  exclamations  by  the  score  of 
oaf era  and  desperate-looking  customers 
present. 

Evidently  he  was  well  and  generally 
known  to  the  hcibitucs  of  the  resort. 

After  he  had  exchanged  greetings  with 
the  gang,  Bill  introduced  Isaac. 

“Fellers,  this  is  an  old-time  chum  of 
mine— Jake  Juggler,  from  Chicago,  an’  as 
square  a  cove  as  ever  ye  fell  in  with.  Ili ! 
Jakey,  boy,  these  are  all  my  cousins.  Can’t 
ye  say  suthin’?” 

“  I  say  whisky !”' Jake  promptly  respon¬ 
ded,  at  which  there  was  a  shout  of  approval, 


and  the  game-eyed  bartender  set  out  tha 
long-necked  bottle. 

This  obviated  the  necessity  of  shaking 
hands,  a  thing  that  the  pseudo  Jacob  was 
heartily  glad  of. 

Two  rounds  of  drinks  were  had,  and  then, 
while  Bill  and  Isaac  were  looking  at  tho 
pictures,  with  which  the  room  was  liberally 
decorated,  Delos  entered  from  the  rear. 

Hanover  at  once  stepped  forward,  and 
greeted  him,  effusively,  and  introduced 
Isaac. 

Then,  after  Dudley  had  had  a  drink  at 
the  bar,  he  and  Hanover  stepped  to  one 
side,  and  held  a  conversation  that  lasted 
for  several  minutes. 

Hanover  then  motioned  for  Isaac  to  ap¬ 
proach. 

“  I’ve  been  tellin’  Mr.  Dudley,  here,  about 
what  an  expert  cracksman  you  are,”  he  said, 
and  about  how  you  propose  to  make  a  haul, 
up  on  Sixty-second  Street.  If  you’ll  step  up 
to  the  captain’s  room,  we’ll  talk  the  matter 
over,  at  length.” 

“  Kerect !”  Isaac  replied  1  I’m  with  ye  ” 

They  then  passed  out  of  the  saloon,  into 
a  dirty  hall,  and  ascended  a  flight  of  stairs ; 
then  followed  a  winding  hall,  and  at  tho 
rear  of  the  building,  ascended  another  flight 
of  stairs ;  after  traversing  another  dark 
haM,  they  ascended  still  another  flight,  and 
were  in  the  fourth  storey,  at  the  rear,  the 
stairs  ending  about  at  the  centre  of  the 
building. 

From  here,  a  narrow  hall  ran  forward  to 
the  front  of  the  building,  and  on  either  side, 
were  apartments  partitioned  off  with  match¬ 
boards. 

A  wall  light  burned  dimly  at  the  further 
end  of  the  hall,  and  Isaac  was  able  to 
estimate  that  there  were  probably  fourteen 
small  apartments,  on  that  floor. 

Dudley  led  the  way,  half  the  distance 
down  the  hall,  and  then  paused,  and  unlock¬ 
ed  the  door. 

All  hands  entered  the  room,  that  was 
small,  close,  and  dark. 

Dudley  fumbled  around,  for  a  few  minutes, 
and  then  uttered  an  oath. 

“  I’ll  be  cursed  if  there’s  a  sign  of  any 
candle  here !”  he  growled.  “  Feel  around 
and  get  yourself  something  to  sit  on,  and 
I’ll  go  down,  and  make  a  raise  of  a  light.” 

And  with  these  words,  he  left  the  room, 
leaving  the  door  standing  open. 

When  his  footsteps  had  died  out,  along  the 
hall,  Hanover  struck  a  match,  and  by  its 
light,  he  and  Isaac  took  a  survey  of  the 
apartment. 

It  was  about  twelve  bv  fourteen  feet,  in 

V  J 

size,  uncarpeted,  and  contained  only  a  cot 
bed,  a  couple  of  rickety  chairs,  and  a  table. 

“This is  the  room  where  Jim  Styles  was 
nearly  murdered  !”  was  Hanover’s  comfort¬ 
ing  announcement,  in  a  whisper.  “  See  that 
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door?  I’ll  wager  there’s  where  the  women 

are.” 

The  match  then  went  out. 

The  door  he  had  mentioned  communica¬ 
ted  with  an  adjoining  apartment. 

A  moment  later,  Hanover  whispered : 

“  Sit  still !  I’m  going  to  sneak  along  the 
hall,  and  listen  at  the  doors.  I’ll  be  back  be¬ 
fore  Dudley  comes.”. 

Then  he  glided  from  the  room. 

Isaac  expected  to  hear  the  door  slam  shut, 
after  him,  as  much  as  ever  he  expected  any¬ 
thing  in  his  life.  But  it  didn’t.  W as  Han¬ 
over  really  going  to  act  square  ? 

Isaac  could  not  bring  himself  to  believe 

it. 

He  arose,  and  stole  cautiously  to  the  door, 
and  peered  out. 

The  hall  was  sufficiently  light  for  him  to 
see  to  either  end  of  it. 

Sure  enough,  he  saw  Hanover  stealing 
along,  from  door  to  door,  listening  at  the 
keyholes. 

With  considerable  curiosity,  Isaac  watch¬ 
ed  him,  and  was  thus  engaged,  when  he  re¬ 
ceived  a  heavy  blow  upon  the  back  of  his 
head,  that  sent  him  forward  upon  his  face. 

In  vain  he  essayed  to  rise  ;  a  deathly  feel¬ 
ing  came  over  him,  and  then  die  knew  no 
more. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

IN  THE  WELL. 

OF  course,  young  Lowenstein  had  no  means 
of  knowing  how  l®ng  he  had  been  un¬ 
conscious,  when  he  once  more  awoke  to 
reason* 

He  realized  that  he  was  lying  flat  upon  his 
back,  that  he  was  in  utter  darkness,  and  that 
there  wras  a  dull  aching  pain  in  his‘head. 

More  than  this,  it  was  impossible  for  him 
to  realize  for  some  time. 

Then,  feeling  a  little  clearer  in  mind,  he 
made  an  effort  to  rise  to  a  sitting  posture, 
and  discovered  that  he  was  not  bound. 

This  was  a  great  surprise,  and  was  follow¬ 
ed  by  another,  when,  on  feeling  of  his  face, 
he  found  that  his  false  beard  had  not  been 
disturbed. 

“  Hanover  played  me  false,  after  all !”  he 
mused,  “  just  as  I  feared.  I  wonder  where 
I  am  ?” 

Searching  his  pockets  he  found  that  what 
money  he  had  brought  to  Clinker’s,  was  gone, 
but  they  had  not  appropriated  his  match¬ 
box,  which  he  had  taken  the  precaution  to  fill 
with  matches  ;  hence  he  was  able  to  strike  a  $ 
light,  to  see  what  sort  of  place  he  was  in. 

When  he  did  so,  and  glanced  around  him, 
an  exclamation  of  astonishment  escaped 
him. 

He  was  in  what  appeared  to  be  a  cistern, 


I  for- it  was  a  circular  place,  not  very  large, 
but  quite  deep,  for  far  above  him  was  a  roof. 
If  the  place  had  been  built  for  a  cistern 
— it  had  not  lately  contained  water,  for 
nowhere  was  there  any  per^-eptible  damp¬ 
ness. 


It  was  not  the  character  of  his  place  ol 
confinement  that  had  elicited  the  exclama¬ 
tion  from  Isaac. 

It  was  something  else  more  unexpected. 

Upon  the  hard  bottom,  bivfc  a  few  i'r^t  from 
where  tiie  Hebrew  stood,  lay  no  less  a  person¬ 
age  than  Bill  Hanover ! 

His  face  was  bruised  and  bloody,  and  ther^ 
was  an  ugly  gash,  on  the  top  of  his  head. 

He  lay  there,  gazing  at  Isaac,  steadily, 
until  the  match  expired,  without  uttering  a 
word.  ° 

“  Good  God  ;  ar©  yen  badly  hurt,  Bill  ?  ” 
Isaac  demanded,  kneeling  beside  him,  and 
striking  another  light. 

“Not  seriously,”  was  the  grim  reply, 
“though  I  feel  blamed  sore.  They  must  have 
tumbled  me  down  into  this  pit,  without  re¬ 
gard  to  whether  I  broke  my  neck  or  not.” 

“  Didn  t  you  know  it,  when  you  were 
thrown  down  ?” 

“  Nixy.  I  got  the  life  nigh  clubbed  out  of 
me  before  I  would  give  in.” 

“  Did  you  see  me  fall  ?”* 

“\es,  or  I  heard  you  fall,  and  turned  to 
look,  and  see  what  was  the  matter.  Just 
then,  Dudley  sprang  out  of  one  of  the  rooms, 
and  gave  me  a  lick  with  a  billy,  that  fetched 
me  to  my  knees.  I  wheeled  about  and  grap¬ 
pled  with  him  and  we  had  it  hot  and  heavy 
for  a  few  minutes  ;  but  Mag  came  to  his  as¬ 
sistance,  and  give  me  another  belt  over  tlio 
head,  and  that  settled  me.  I  knew  no  more, 
till  a  few  minutes  ago,  when  I  returned  to 
consciousness.  Guess  you  thought  I’d  gone 
back  on  you  ?” 

“  It  looked  like  it.” 


iou  were  suspicious  or  me,  before. 

“  How  do  you  know  ?” 

“  Oh  !  I  know.  Fleming  didn’t  trust  me, 
or  he’d  have  come  himself.  As  it  was,  he 
suspected  I’d  side  in  with  Dudley,  and  set  a 
trap.  So  he  sent  you,  and  remained  behind, 
so  he  could  come  to  the  rescue,  in  case  you 
aid  not  return.  Am  I  not  right  ?” 

“  Yes-  But,  how  did  you  find  out  ?” 

“ 1  surmised.  I  knew  you  wasn’t  Flem- 
ing,  the  minute  I  heard  your  voice.” 

“  Well,  we’re  in  a  hole.” 

“  You  bet.  What’s  moro,  there’s  no 
possibility  of  our  getting  out,  unless  we 
have  assistance.” 

“  Why,  how  deep  is  it  ?” 

“  Fifteen  feet.” 

Phew !  Ihen  we  couldn’t  do  any  <rood 
one  standing  on  the  other’s  shoulders 

“  No.” 

“  Is  there  an  opening,  above  ?” 

“  Yes — a  trap  door.” 
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“  Where  does  it  lead  to  ?” 

4i  Sort  of  a  store-room,  in  the  rear  of  the 
bar-room,  where  Clinker  keeps  his  whisky 
barrels,  There’s  no  use  of  talking,  we 
can’t  get  out  of  here  till  we  are  let  out !” 

“  And  the  chances  of  Fergus  Fleming 
finding  us,  should  he  raid  the  place — ” 

“  Are  most  decidedly  slim,  let  me  tell 
you.” 

“  How  so  ?  Yfould  not  a  thorough 
search  be  made  ?” 

“  Without  doubt.  But  a  person  eould 
pass  over  the  trap  a  dozen  times,  without 
being  aware  of  its  existence,  as  there  is  no 
ring  fastened  to  it.  Then,  too,  Clinker 
used  to  keep  a  barrel  standing  over  it.” 

“  Then,  what  are  we  going  to  do  ?” 

“  The  easiest  thing  in  the  world — 
nothing!  There’s  no  use  working  our¬ 
selves  into  a  sweat,  hollering,  or  crying. 
We’re  here,  and  here  we’re  liable  to  stay, 
until  some  one  takes  compassion  on  us,  and 
lets  us  out.” 

The  situation  did  indeed  look  gloomy. 
Not  only  were  they  in  blackest  darkness, 
but  there  was  scarcely  any  air  i»  the  place, 
and  no  way  for  any  to  get  in. 

A  few  hours  would  suffice  for  them  to 
absorb  all  of  the  oxygen,  and  then,  suffoca¬ 
tion  must  inevitably  ensue. 

“I  feel  sure  if  Mr.  Fleming  raids  the 
building,  he  will  nevei  give  up  until  he  finds 
us,”  Isaac  said.  “He  is  a  man  of  great 
determination.” 

“I  only  hope  his  determination  will  reach 
down  this  deep !”  Hanover  declared,  grimly. 
u  I’m  seriously  afraid  it  won’t.” 

“  Well,  time  will  tell.  We  must  have 
been  insensible  for  some  time,  and  it 
ought  to  be  time  Fleming  was  looking  for 
us,  now.” 

“  We  can  only  guess  at  that.  We  may 
have  been  unconscious  for  hours,  or  only 
for  a  few  minutes.” 

“  That  is  so.  How  do  you  suppose  Dud¬ 
ley  came  to  tumble  to  us  ?” 

“Oh!  I  don’t  know.  He  is  naturally  a 
suspicious  cuss,  and  as  sharp-eyed  as  a 
hawk.  No  doubt  he  was  on  the  watch  for 
danger,  and  when  he  saw  you  put  you  down 
as  a  detective,  and  naturally  concluded  that 
I  had  turned  against  him.” 

“Well,  there’s  one  satisfaction — they 
can’t  get  the  insurance.  Fleming’s  fixed 
that  with  the  president  of  the  com¬ 
pany.” 

“Ah!  then,  that  is  some  satisfaction,  at 
any  rate.  If  we  could  only  get  out  of  here, 
we’d  be  all  right !” 

“  Do  you  think  you  could  find  Norine  ?” 

“  Yes.  I  know  where  she  is.  When 
Dudley  leaped  out  of  a  room  and  struck 
me,  it  was  out  of  number  53,  he  came,  and 
I  heard  a  stifled  cry.  It  sounded  as  if 
it  came  from  some  one  whose  mouth  was 


tied.  Without  doubt,  53  is  the^room  the 
girl  is  kept  in.”  -> 

“  I’m  almost  beginning  to  wiMi  Fleming 
had  tackled  the  job  himself!”  Isaac 
sighed. 

“  Hark !”  Hanover  exclaimed.  “  Some 
one’s  at  the  trap,  overhead.  Stand  one 
side.  They  may  be  going  to  chuck  some 
other  unfortunate  do\Yn.”  _ 

There  was,  indeed,  a  noise  overhead. 

Then,  after  a  moment,  there  was  a  rush 
of  air,  and  a  thud  on  the  bottom  of  the 
cistern. 

Then,  the  trap  door  was  heard  to  be  re¬ 
placed,  overhead. 

*  Quick!  strike  a  match !  There’s  some 
one  in  the  same  fix  as  we  are!”  Hanover 
cried. 

Isaac  hastily  obeyed,  and  as  the  light 
grew  brighter,  both  men  started  back,  with 
exclamations  of  astonishment. 

Standing  before  them,  entirely  stripped 
of  his  disguise,  and  with  his  arms  folded 
across  his  chest,  was  Fergus  Fleming, 
otherwise  Deadwood  Dick. 

“  By  thunder !  is  it  you  ?”  Hanover  ejacu¬ 
lated. 

“I  should  presume  to  murmur  that  it 
was!”  Dick  declared,  grimly.  “Do  you 
see  anything  ethereal  or  ghost-like  about 
me  ?” 

“You  look  all  sound  and  human,”  Plan- 
over  replied,  with  a  laugh,  “  but  how  in  the 
dickens  did  you  come  down  here  ?” 

“  I  came  down  on  the  air-line.  Surprised 
to  see  me,  eh  ?” 

“  Yes !”  both  Bill  and  Isaac  assented,  in 
a  breath. 

“  Well,  to  tell  the  truth,  I’m  rather  sur¬ 
prised  to  see  myself  standing  here,  right 
side  up  with  care.  And  even  more  surprised 
to  see  you,  Hanover.” 

“You  thought  my  word  wasn’t  worth 
keeping  ?” 

“  I  thought  you  were  trying  to  draw  me 
into  a  snare.  But  go  on,  and  tell  me  how 
you  came  here.” 

“  We  came  on  the  same  line  that  you  did,” 
Hanover  laughed. 

He  then  went  on,  and  detailed  his  and 
Isaac’s  adventures,  since  they  had  entered 
the  Clinker  den. 

“But  how  is  it  you  are  here?”  Isaac 
demanded.  “  I  thought  it  was  your  inten¬ 
tion  to  call  on  the  police,  in  case  I  did  not 
return.” 

“So  it  was,  but  I  concluded,  first,  to 
endeavour  to  learn  some  tidings  of  your 
whereabouts.  I  waited  two  hours,  and 
then,  gave  you  another  hour’s  grace.  But, 
you  didn’t  show  up ;  so  I  concluded  Han¬ 
over  had  gotten  you  into  a  trap.” 

“  That’s  where  you  didn’t  know  ms, 
Cap !” 

“So  it  appears.  WplI,  I  dropped  info 
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Oiiilkers  saloon,  and  bought  a  drink,  and 
paid  strict  attention  to  my  own  business. 
1  didn’t  see  anything  of  Dudley  or  any  one 
else  I  knew,  and  so,  after  putting  down  a 
taste  of  the  rank  poison  they  call  whisky, 
I  turned  to  depart.  As  I  did  so,  I  was 
pounced  upon  by  half  a  dozen  of  the 
roughs,  and  about,  the  next  thing  I  fully 
realized  was  that  I  was  down  here  in  the 
darkness.” 

Oh !  Dudley  is  wide  awake,  and  on  his 
mettle,  to-night !”  Bill  Hanover  declared. 
“  He’s  got  us  all  in  a  cage  now,  and  he’ll  be 
high  cock  of  the  walk.” 

“  I  expect  so.  What  sort  of  a  place  is 
this  r 

“  An  old  cistern  that  was  built,  but  never 
used.” 

“  I  have  a  candle  in  my  pocket  that  I 
brought  along  in  case  of  emergency.  We 
will  have  some  light  on  the  subject.” 

And  a  light  they  soon  did  have. 

Dead  wood  D  ick  made  a  silent- survey  of  the 
place  with  his  eagle  eyes. 

“  It  does  look  a  pretty  tough  pen  !”  he 
admitted.  “  Where  is  the  cistern  located  ?” 

“  It  is  built  in  one  corner  of  theeella?,  but 
the  bottom  of  it  is  considerably  deeper  than 
the  cellar  bottom.” 

“  The  walls  are  bricked  up,  I  presume,  and 
cemented:  over  ?” 

“  Yes.” 

Dick  took  a  strong-bladed  clasp-knife 
from  his  pocket,  and  bored  into  tho  cement, 
until  be  struck  the  bricks. 

“  No  use  of  trying  to  dig  out !”  he  said, 
grimly.  “  Our  only  way  of  escape  is  through 
the  trap  above.” 

“  But,  how  are  you  going  to  reach  the 
trap  ?” 

“  That  can  be  done,  by  standing  on  each 
other’s  shoulders.” 

“  I  don’t  allow  there’s  enough  circus  about 
any  of  us  to  do  that.” 

“  Pshaw !  A  man  can  do  many  strange 
things  in  a  ease  of  necessity.  We  will  try 
it,  and  if  one  of  us  can  get  out  he  can  help 
the  others.  But,  even  though  we  can  get 
out  at  once,  we  must  remain  here  until  about 
nine  to-morrow,  when  we  will  escape,  and,  if 
possible,  release  Norine,  without  police  in¬ 
terference.” 

“  How  are  you  going  to  judge  the 
time  ?” 

“  Oh  l  before  I  came  here  I  invested  in  a 
Waterbury  watch,  and  stowed  it  away  in  my 
boot-leg,”  and  here  Dick  produced  an  open- 
faced  watch.  “  It  is  now  half-past  one.” 

They  shortly  began  the  attempt  of  reach¬ 
ing  the  trap-door,  Dick  volunteering  to  stand 
as  the  under-man,  and  holding  the  young 
Hebrew  upon  his  shoulders  without  any 
trouble. 

After  several  bungling  attempts,  Hanover 
managed  to  gain  an  erect  position  on  Isaac’s 


shoulders,  and  thus  was  able  to  reach  the 
trap  with  ease. 

But  though  he  pushed  with  all  his  might, 
he  could  not  raise  the  door. 

It  was  fastened  down  on  the  upper  side. 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

A  QUEER  BLOW-OUT. 

{<  TT’S  no  use !’  'Hanover  cried,  leaping  down 

JL  from  his  perch.  “  There’s  a  barrel  of 
whisky,  or  some  other  heavy  weight  on  top 
of  the  door,  and  it  can’t  be  lifted  off  from 
below.” 

Isaac  also  dismounted,  and  the  three  men 
stood  regarding  each  other,  rather  grimly. 
Deadwood  Dick  looking  the  most  disappoin¬ 
ted  of  the  three. 

“  Confound  it  !”  he  said,  “  we  must  get 
out  of  here  in  some  way — we  must.  It  is 
an  imperative  necessity !” 

“  Even  if  we  don’t,  at  once,  Dudley  and  the 
Malone  girl  can’t  get  the  money,  can  they?* 
Isaac  asked. 

“  No,  but  they  may  make  away  with  the 
girl  out  of  spite,  you  see.  There  is  only  one 
chance  for  us  that  looks  any  ways  feasible, 
How  thick  do  you  think  this  wall  is,  Bill  ?  ” 

“  On  the  side  next  to  the  cellar  about  two 
layers  of  bricks  lengthwise.” 

“  How  about  the  cellar  ?  Is  there  a  way  to 
get  up  out  of  that  ?” 

“Yes.  There  is  a  stairway  that  goes  up  in 
to  the  kitchen,  and  a  door  that  opens  from 
the  kitchen  into  the  hall.” 

Dick  glanced  at  his  watch. 

“  Humph  !  time  flies.  It  is  two  o’clock  al¬ 
ready.  Does  Clinker  open  after  midnight  ?  ” 

“No.  The  place  is  watched  after  that 
hour,  and  has  to  be  quiet.  Everybody’s 
asleep  by  this  time.” 

“  I  hope  so.  Maybe  we’ll  have  a  mass  of 
bricks  down  on  us,  and  maybe  not.  I  think 
not,  the  cement  will,  in  a  measure,  prevent 
the  outer  wall  from  caving  in.” 

“  What  are  you  going  to  do  r” 

“  I’m  going  to  blow  a  hole  through  the  wall, 
or,  at  least,  loosen  the  masonry  enough  so 
tho  bricks  can  be  removed.” 

“  How  ?” 

“  Watch  and  you  will  see;1 

lie  then  set  to  work  vigors L'.'I.r  uv\!;h  his 
clasp-knife  at  boring  a  hole  in  tk®  wall. 

He  was  obliged  to  make  several  holes 
through  the  thick  coating  of  cement  before 
he  could  strike  a  seam  in  the  maoonry.  Once 
he  struck  the  seam,  he  proceeded,  to  dig  into 
the  mortar. 

In  a  short  time  ho  had  made  a  hole  in  the 
wall  that  extended  to  the  second  layer  of 
bricks. 

“  There !  so  far,  so  good !”  he  said.  “  Now 
for  the  powder.” 


30 


BEAD  WOOD  DICK  18  NEW  YOIiK, 


u  Where  are  you  going  to  get  it  ?”  Han¬ 
over  demanded. 

“  Here.” 

And  Dick  took  a  box  of  forty-four  calibre 
cartridges  from  his  boot-leg. 

“  These  will  furnish  what  powder  I  need,” 

Spreading  a  piece  of  paper  on  the  bottom 
of  the  cistern,  he  seated  himself,  and  pro¬ 
ceeded  to  remove  the  bullets  from  the  car¬ 
tridge  shells,  with  his  knife. 

The  rapidity  with  which  he  performed 
the  feat,  proved  beyond  a  doubt  that  it  was 
not  his  first  experience  at  that  sort  of  work. 

“  Are  you  not  afraid'the  report  will  arouse 
the  house,  even  if  it  does  not  do  us  personal 
injury  ?”  Isaac  asked,  doubtfully. 

“  No.  I  do  not  anticipate  that  the  blast 
will  make  much  of  a  noise,  or  even  blow  a 
brick  out.” 

By  three  o’clock  Dick  had  emptied  the 
cartridges  of  all  the  powder  they  contained, 
and  had  sufficient  for  his  purpose. 

First  he  rolled  up  some  of  the  powder 
into  a  paper  tube,  or  fuse,  and  inserted  it 
into  the  hole.  Then  he  worked  in  the  rest 
of  the  powder  beside  it,  after  which  he 
tightly  wadded  the  remaining  space  with 
paper. 

The  blast  was  ready  for  tiring. 

“  Now,  then,  say.  your  prayers,  boys !” 
Dick  warned  with  a  dry  laugh.  “  In  about 
51  minute  you  may  be  in  Kingdom  Come !” 

“Do  you  think  there  is  any  danger?” 
Isaac  asked,  anxiously. 

“  No.  Stand  at  either  side  of  the  fuse, 
against  the  wall.  If  there’s  any  blow  out, 
it  will  pas3  between  you.” 

They  quickly  took  the  positions  as  ordered, 
looking  considerably  alarmed. 

Not  so  with  Deadwood  Dick ;  he  was  as 
placid  as  a  miner  in  a  rift. 

He  took  the  lighted  candle  fearlesly  in 
his  hand,  lit  the  end  of  the  fuse,  and  stepped 
quickly  to  one  side. 

The  next  instant  there  was  a  flash,  a  puff 
of  smoke,  and  a  dull  report. 

A  dozen  bricks  flew  out,  and  across  the 
cistern,  striking  the  opposite  side. 

That  was  all. 

The  report  was  not  loud,  and  there  was 
little  likelihood  that  it  would  attract  the 
attention  of  any  one  in  the  building  above. 

When  they  relit  the  candle,  they  found 
that  the  way  to  liberty  was  almost  at  hand. 

The  wall  had  been  severely  shattered,  and 
it  would  be  an  easy  matter  for  them  to  re¬ 
move  enough  bricks  to  make  an  opening  of 
sufficient  size  to  admit  them  into  the  cellar. 

This  was  not  immediately  done. 

Dick  blew  out  the  candle,  and  they  laid 
down  to  await  the  proper  tipie  for  them  to 
work. 

No  o nr  opened  the  trap  above,  and  it  was 
theyefor  supposed  that  the  report  had  at¬ 
tract?  no  attention. 


The  hours  dragged  slowly  by,  but  at  last, 
on  consulting  his  watch,  Dick  announced 
that  it  was  morning — seven  o’clock. 

“  I’ve  been  thinking,”  he  said,  “  that  Dud¬ 
ley  may  take  a  look  at  us  before  he  leaves 
for  the  insurance  office.  So  we  had  better 
replace  the  bricks  lest  our  aim  be  discovered 
and  frustrated.” 

This  was  done,  and  not  any  too  soon, 
either,  for  shortly  afterwards,  the  trap  over¬ 
head  was  removed,  and  a  lantern  was  low¬ 
ered  partly  down  into  the  well. 

Above  it  was  seen  the  diabolically  tri¬ 
umphant  face  of  Delos  Dudley. 

“  Hello !  there  !”  he  shouted.  “  All  alive 
and  kicking,  are, ye  ?” 

“  We’re  not  kickers !”  Dick  responded. 
“  We  played  our  game,  and  if  we  lost  we’re 
not  going  to  kick  about  it.” 

“  That’s  right.  Take  your  situation  with 
as  good  grace  as  possible.  I’ve  got 
you  just  where  I  want  you,  my  darling 
detective,  and  there  you’ll  stay,  until  I  get 
the  insurance,  and  am  safe  away  from 
Gotham.” 

“  Will  wo  then  be  set  at  liberty?” 

“  I  reckon  so,  ef  ye  take  an  oath  never  to 
expose  Jack  Clinker.  You’ll  have  to  deal 
with  him,  not  me.” 

“  Y/hat  will  be  done  with  Norine  ?* 

“  Oh  !  she  will  be  sent  back  home.” 

“  I  hope  the  insure  nee  company  won’t  pay 
you !”  Dick  said,  in  a  tone  of  evident  regret. 
“  If  I  had  been  smart - ” 

“  But  you  see  you  wasn’t  smart !”  Dudley 
declared,  with  a  chuckle.  “  Ha  !  ha !  ha ! 
Thatis  a  ripe  old  saying  :  4  He  who  laughs 
last,  laughs  best !’  And  you  can  bet  your 
life  we  laugh  last — Maggie  and  I.  Maybe  I 
and  you  won’t  meet  again,  but  I  trust  you 
will  always  keep  me  tenderly  fresh  in  your 
memory.” 

“  Oh !  I  shall,  no  doubt!”  Dick  retorted. 

“That’s  right !  Good-bye,  sonny  !  Ml  set 
a  barrel  of  whisky  on  the  trap,  if  you’ve 
got  muscle  enough  to  lift  it  off,  you  can  get 
free.” 

Then  the  villain  drew  up  the  lantern, 
closed  the  trap,  and  the  three  friends  were 
left  in  darkness. 

“Now  is  our  time  to  begin  work!”  Dick 
announced.  “  We  may  experience  some 
difficulty  in  getting  out,  but  go  we  must, 
and  be  ready  to  rescue  Norine  at  nine 
o’clock.” 

“  What  bothers  me,”  spoke  up  Isaac,  “  is 
how  are  we  to  get  out  of  the  cellar  without 
creating  an  alarm.  Hanover  says  that  the 
stairs  open  into  the  kitchen .” 

“  So  they  do,”  Bill  said,  thoughtfully 
“  There  is  a  front  cellar  door,  too,  where 
the  beer  is  put  down.  Should  this  be 
unlocked,  as  it  usually  is  in  the  early  part 
of  the  day,  we  can  get  out  on  the  street, 
direct.” 
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“  If  we  can  do  tiffs  we  will  be  alright !” 
Dick  said.  “  I  will  send  for  a  squad  of  po¬ 
lice.  Is  there  any  back  outlet  to  Clinker’s 
place  ?” 

‘‘'None  whatever.” 

“  Supposing  you  can’t  make  an  exit  by  the 
front  cellar  door  ?  ”  suggested  Isaac. 

“  We  shall  have  to  go  up  into  the 
kitchen,  and  make  a  rush  for  the  street. 
When  we  get  outside,  you,  Bill,  run  to 
the  police  station,  and  fetch  twenty  men  in 
my  name.  I’ll  see  that  no  one  gets  out  of 
Clinker’s.” 

They  then  began  the  work  of  burrowing 
out  of  their  prison,  Isaac  holding  the  candle 
and  the  other  two  doing  the  work. 

There  was  no* trouble  in  making- an  aper¬ 
ture  of  considerable  size,  in  the  first  layer 
of  bricks. 

But  it  was  different  work  with  the  second. 

The  blast  had  not  materially  affected  this 

wall. 

But  by  dint  of  prying  and  pushing,  one » 
brick  was  removed,  and  after  that  it  was 
not  so  hard. 

After  several  bricks  had  been  displaced, 
a  discovery  followed. 

Beyond  was  earth ! 

“  As  I  told  you ! ”  Hanover  said.  “  The 
bottom  of  the  cistern  is  lower  than  that  of 
the  cellar.  We- shall  have  to  burrow  up¬ 
ward.” 

It  was  after  eight,  before  they  had  the 
hole  in  the  wall  big  enough  ;  then  they  had 
to  tackle  the  ground,  beyond. 

Fortunately,  they  had  not  far  to  dig,  be¬ 
fore  an  opening  was  made  into  the  cellar. 

This  was  rapidly  enlarged,  and  by  ten 
minutes  to  nine,  they  left  the  cistern,  and 
stood  in  the  cellar. 

It  was  a  large  place,  running  the  full 
length  of  the  building.  A  great  quantity  of 
boxes  and  barrels  were  strewn  about,  but 
carefully  picking  their  way  among  them,  the 
three  rejmhed  the  fore  part  of  the  cellar 
which  was  dimly  lighted  by  a  dusty  tran¬ 
som. 

After  listening,  they  found  there  was 
considerable  noise  in  the  room  above. 

Deadwood  Dick  them  tried  the  outside 
cellar  door,  and  found  to  his  joy,  that  it  was 
unfastened. 

Raising  it  a  trifle,  he  took  a  survey  of  the 
surroundings. 

There  was  no  one  in  front  of  the  saloon, 
and,  but  few  people  in  the  vicinity. 

^  In  almost  less  time  than  it  takes  to  tell  it, 
ail  three  were  out  of  the  cellar,  and  around 
the  nearest  corner;  then,  bidding  Isaac  and 
Bill  to  keep  an  eye  on  the  den,  Dick  started 
off  in  post-haste  for  assistance. 

On  arrival  at  head-quarters,  his  applica¬ 
tion  for  policemen  was  promptly  responded 
to,  and  a  sergeant,  accompanied  by  twenty 
men,  went  with  him,  1 


The  descent  on  Clinker’s  den  was  made 
so  suddenly  and  unexpectedly,  that  the  in¬ 
mates  were  taken  wholly  by  surprise,  and 
not  a  person  escaped. 

Among  the  arrests  were  several  of  consid¬ 
erable  importance — old  offenders,  who  had 
long  evaded  justice. 

Norine  was  found  by  Dick,  and  as  soon  as 
possible  was  put  into  a  carriage,  and  driven 
away  toward  the  insurance  office,  accom¬ 
panied  by  Dick,  Isaac  and  Bill  Hanover. 

The  latter,  however,  got  out  at  Broadway. 

As  they  proceeded,  Dick  briefly  narrated 
to  Norine  the  substance  of  the  plot,  and  the 
varied  experiences  he  had  passed  through 
in  order  to  rescue  her. 

Of  course  she  was  greatly  astonished,  but 
this  did  not  prevent  her  from  being  very 
grateful,  and  she  thanked  both  Dick  and 
Isaac  in  warmest  terms. 

And,  in  due  time,  they  arrived  at  the 
insurance  office,  to  baffle  the  daring  fraud 
Delos  Dudley  and  Maggie  Malone  had  at¬ 
tempted  to  perpetrate. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

CONCLUSION'. 

DELOS  DUDLEY  and  Maggie  Malone 
were  visibly  excited  when  they  entered 
the  insurance  office  that  morning,  buo  their 
excitement  was  born  of  triumph  rather  than 
of  fear. 

They  were  sure  they  had  overcome  all 
obstacles  in  the  way  of  securing  the  five 
thousand  dollars,  and  they  had  made  all 
preparations  for  leaving  the  city  immedi¬ 
ately  after  getting  the  money. 

As  soon  as  they  entered  they  were  invited 
into  the  president’s  private  office,  where 
that  gentleman  sat  at  a  writing-table. 

He  did  not  look  as  pleasant  as  usual. 

“  Be  seated,”  he  said. 

Then  to  Maggie. 

“  lrouare  after  money,  I  suppose  ?  ” 

“  Yes,  sir.” 

“  Let  me  see — what  case  is  yours  ?  ” 

“  The  Norval  ease.” 

11  •  yes;  I  remember  now.  You  are 

Norine  Norval  ?  ” 

“  Yes,  sir.” 

“  Where  do  you  reside,  Miss  Norval  ?  ” 

I  thought  all  these  questions  had  been 
answeied  satisfactorily!”  Ma^^ie  said 
petulantly. 

“  You  will  please  answer  me  !  ”  the  presi¬ 
dent  said,  sternly. 

“Well,  I  reside  in  Philadelphia.” 

“  Your  brother  died  in  this  citv  ?  " 

“  Yes,  sir.”  y 

“  Where  at  ?  ” 

“At  tiie  residence  of  Mr.  Dudley  hero, 
Numbor  2—  Hester  Streot.” 
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11  Was  buried — ” 

t£  In  Long  Island  Cemetery.” 

“  How  old  are  you,  Miss  Norval  ?  " 

“  Eighteen,  sir.” 

“  All  S  Then  I  suppose  you  are  aware 
that,  being  a  minor,  you  are  not  eligible  to 
receive  the  insurance  ?  ” 

Both  Dudley  and  Maggie  looked  thunder¬ 
struck. 

The  president  went  on : 

u  No ;  we  could  not  legally  pay  you  the 
money,  until  a  guardian  was  appointed  over 
you.” 

“  This  is  all  nonsense !  ”  Dudley  cried, 
angrily.  “  The  young  lady  is  without 
parents,  and  is  old  enough  to  manage  her 
own  affairs !  ” 

“  From  what  I  have  heard  about  her,  it 
would  seem  so !  ”  the  president  said,  dryly. 
“  However,  I  can’t  pay  her.  I  will  see  what 
Mr.  Fleming  says.” 

He  touched  a  call-bell,  twice. 

The  door  of  an  outer  office  opened,  and 
three  policemen  filed  into  the  room  ;  while, 
simultaneously,  the  door  of  ah  inner  office 
opened,  and  Deadwood  Dick  led  the  real 
Koi/ine  Norval  into  the  room. 

Both  Dudley  and  Maggie  sprang  to  their 
feet,  with  cries  of  boffled  rage. 

Before  the}'-  could  do  any  harm,  however, 
they  were  in  the  grasp  of  the  officers,  and 
handcuffed. 

“You  will  observe,  friend  Dudley,”  re¬ 
marked  Deadwood  Dick,  coolly,  “  that  your 
jig’s  up,  and  your  game  lost.  You  played  it 
well,  and,  but  for  me,  would  have  won  it, 
without  doubt.  Now,  however,  you  can 
have  a  rest  from  plotting,  for  a  while,  for 
you  know,  he  who  laughs  last  laughs 
best !  ” 

Dudley  swore  roundly,  but  that’s  all  the 
good  it  did  him.  His  game  was  up,  indeed 

***** 


What  shall  we  add,  in  eonciufcion ? 

Dudley  and  Maggie  Malone  were  taken 
to  the  Tombs.  i 

As"  there  were  other  criminal  charges 
against  them,  besides  the  attempted  fraud, 
the  insurance  company  did  not  push  their 
charge,  but  allo  wed  the  law  to  deal  with 
them  on  other  and  more  serious  crimes,  and 
they  received  severe  sentences. 

Indictments  are  waiting  their  release 
from  prison,  however,  and  if  is  doubtful  if 
they  breathe  the  air  of  freedom  for  many 
years  to  come. 

The  company  bestowed  upon  Fergus 
Fleming  a  large  reward,  which  he  divided 
with  Isaac,  as  promised. 

He  also  told  so  favourable  a  story  of 
Isaac  to  Nathan  Rosenthal,  that  the  pawn¬ 
broker  sent  for  Isaac  to  come  back  to  the 
bosom  of  liis  family. 

But,  Isaac  didn’t  go. 

In  Norine  Norval  he  saw  a  girl  much  to 
his  liking,  and  he  formed  Norine’s  escort 
back  to  the  Quaker  eit}r,  where  he  an¬ 
nounced  his  intention  to  make  his  home. 

How  it  will  all  turn  out,  I  do  not  know, 
but  I  do  know  Isaac  is  in  business,  for  him¬ 
self,  and  doing  well,  and,  more  than  that,  he 
is  Norine’s  steady  company,  and  a  most  ex¬ 
emplary  young  man. 

Clinker  and  the  most  of  his  gang  got 
sentenced,  after  that  raid  and  arrest,  and 
the  den  is  no  more. 

Wallace  Norval  will  soon  be  out  of  jail, 
and,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  will  lead  a  better  life 
than  in  the  past. 

Bill  Hanover’s  reformation  was  genuine, 
and  he  i3  daily  growing  in  popularity  with 
the  confidence  of  those  who  know  him. 

As  for  Deadwood  Dick,  he  concluded 
that  he  had  seen  about  all  of  New  York  he 
wanted,  and  hearing  of  a  new  mining  excite- 
I  merit  in  the  West,  he  soon  set  out  on  his 
return  toward  the  land  of  the  setting  sun! 


THE  END, 

*  — — ~ 

***  The  readers  of  “  The  Deadwood  Dick  ”  stories  of  Wild  Life  and.  Adventure  are  |jj 
quite  aware  of  the  fact  that  it  is  utterly  impossible  that  the  Tales  should  be  other  than 
Romantic,  Wild,  and  Adventurous  in  the  highest  degree. 

The  rush  to  the  Gold  Lands  from  all  Countries— at  the  time  we  deal  with — included 
every  type  of  humanity — the  resolute  and  determined  gold  winner,  the  rash,  daring,  and 
the  adventurer,  and  also  the  lawless  and  proscribed  of  all  nations. 

Therefore,  the  formation  of  /a  primitive  mining  city,  with  such  difficult  spirits  to 
conquer  and  control,  surrounded  by  grand,  untrodden  scenery,  fresh  from  Nature’s  hand, 
affords  scope  for  the  most  exciting  narratives.  The  next  Volume,  No.  68,  is  entitled — 

DEADWOOD  DICK’S  DUST 

OR  THE  CHAINED  HAND. 
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4J7.  Tlie  Sea  Cadet ;  or,  the  llover  of  the 
Ricoletts 

€8.  Bouble  Ilea tl»  :  or,  the  Spy  Queen  of 
Wyoming. 

<i9  Gold  Itullet  Sport ;  or,  the  Knights  of 
the  Overland 

10.  Tlie  Vigilante  Captain  ;  or,  the 

Haunted  Ranche 

"71.  Tlie  Black  Pirate;  or,  the  Mystery  of 
the  Golden  Fetters 

72.  Tlie  Bead  Shot  Nine  ;  or,  My  Pards  of 

the  Plains 

73.  Tiger  Bick,  the  Faro  King  ;  or,  tlie 

Cashier’s  Crime 

74.  Fire  Feather,  the  Buccaneer  King 

75.  Iron  Wrist,  the  Sword  master 

76.  Old  Benzine;  or,  Joe  Bowers’ Packet 

at  Picaree  City 

77.  Personal  Reminiscences  of  Buffalo 

Bill 

78.  The  League  of  Three;  or,  Buffalo 

Bill’s  Pledge 

79.  Buffalo  Bill’s  Grip;  or,  Oath-Bound 

to  Custer 

80.  Buffalo  Bill’s  Secret  Service  Trail; 

or,  the  Mysterious  Foe 

81.  Barbie  Ban,  the  Coloured  Betcc- 

tive  ;  or,  the  Mississippi  Mystery. 

82.  Shadowed  hy  a  Showman;  or,  the 

Mad  Magician 

83.  Milo  Romer,  the  Animal  King 

84.  Fighting  Tom,  the  Terror  of  the 

Toughs 

83.  Phil  Hardy,  the  Boss  Boy  ;  or,  the 
Mystery  of  the  Strongbow 

86.  The  True-Heart  Pards;  or,  the  Gen¬ 

tleman  Vagabond 

87.  Beteetive  Bick  ;  or,  the  Hero  in  Pags 

88.  Konrad,  the  Swordinaker;  or,  the 

Masked  Emperor 

89.  The  Lost  Captain;  or.  Skipper  Jabez 

Coffin’s  Cruise  on  the’Open  Polar  Seas 

90.  Buffalo  Bill,  the  Buckskin  King; 

or,  the  Amazon  of  the  West 

91.  Buffalo  Bill’s  Swoop  ;  or  the  King  of 

the  Mines 

92.  Buckskin  Sam 

93.  The  Tiger  Tamer  ;  or,  the  League  of 

the  Jungle 

94.  Ycllow’Stone  Jack;  or,  Trappers  of 

the  Enchanted  Ground 

95.  The  3Iad  Mariner;  or,  Dishonoured 

and  Disowned 

96.  The  Kid-Glove  Miner;  or,  the 

Magic  Doctor  of  Golden  Gulch 

97.  Red  Lightning  the  Man  of  Chance; 

or,  Flush  Times  in  Golden  Gulch 

98.  tlueen  Helen,  the  Amazon  of  the 

Overland 

99.  Buck  Taylor,  the  Saddle  King; 

or,  Buffalo  Bill’s  Chief  of  Cowboys 

100.  The  Winning  Oar;  or,  the  Inn¬ 

keeper’s  Daughter 

101.  Tracked  from  the  Rockies;  or, 

Injun  Dick,  Detective 

102.  Tlie  Fresh  of  Frisco  ;  or,  the  Heiress 

of  Buenaventura 

103  Fronze  Jack,  the  Californian 
Thoroughbred;  or,  the  Lost  City 
of  the  Basaltic  Buttes 

104.  Cloven  Hoof,  the  Bcnion  Buffalo; 

or,  the  Border  Vultures 

103.  Seth,  the  Bumb  Spy  of  Iowa  ;  or, 

the  Demon  of  Des  Moines 
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106.  The  Pirate  Priest;  or  the  Planter- 

Gambler’s  Daughter. 

107.  Cutlass  and  Cross  ;  or,  the  Ghouls  of 

the  Sea 

108.  The  Sea  Owl ;  or,  the  Lady  Captain  of 

the  Gulf 

109.  The  Lasso  King’s  League;  or,  the 

Tigers  of  Texas 

110.  Captain  Ebony;  or,  Bound  by  the 

Golden  Fetters 

111.  The  Cowboy  Clan;  or,  the  Tigress  of 

Texas 

112.  The  Swordsman  of  Warsaw ;  or, 

Palphothe  Mysterious 

113.  Bon  Biablo,  the  Planter-Corsair; 

or,  the  Rivals  of  the  Sea 

114.  The  Scarlet  Schooner;  or,  the 

Nemesis  of  the  Sea 

115.  The  Texas  Tramp  ;  or,  Solid  Sam,  tlie 

Yankee  Hercules 

116.  Alligator  Ike;  or,  the  Secret  of  the 

Everglade 

117.  Buffalo  Bill  on  the  War-path;  or. 

Silk  Lasso  Sam 

118.  Old  Pop  Hicks,  Showman;  or. 

Lion  Charley’s  Luck 

119.  The  Chevalier  Corsair;  or,  the 

Heritage  of  Hatred 

120.  El  Rubio  Bravo,  King  of  Swords¬ 

men;  or,  the  Terrible  Brothers  ol 
Tabasco 

121.  Buffalo  Bill’s  Blind  Trail.  A  Story 

of  the  Wild  West 

122.  Fire-eye,  Hie  Sea  Hyena ;  or,  the 

Bride  of  a  Buccaneer 

123.  The  Czar’s  Spy;  or,  the  Nihilist 

League 

124.  Buffalo  Bill’s  Buckskin  Brother¬ 

hood  ;  or,  Opening  Up  a  Lost 
Trail 

123.  Butlalo  Bill’s  Body’  Guard;  or,  the 

Still  Hunt  of  the  Hills 

126.  Bark  Bash  wood,  the  Besperate; 

or,  the  Child  of  the  Sun 

127.  Mourad,  the  .Mameluke;  or,  the 

Three  Swordmasters 

128.  The  Swordsmen  Hunters;  or,  the 

Land  of  the  Elephant  Riders 

129.  Butlalo  Bill’s  Scout  Shadowers; 

or,  a  Romance  of  the  Forts  and 
Mountain  Trails 

130.  Bashing  Bandy,  the  Hotspur  or 

the  Hills;  or,  Pony  Prince’s  Strange 
Pard 

131.  Buffalo  Bill  Baffled  ;  or,  the 

Deserter  Desperado’s  Defiance 

132.  Keen  Billy7,  the  Sport;  or,  the  Circus 

at  White  Gopher 

133.  Buffalo  Bill’s  First  Trail ;  or.  Will 

Cody,  the  Pony  Express  Rider 

134.  Red  Rapier;  or,  the  Sea  Rover’s 

Bride 

133.  Revello  ;  or,  the  Rival  Rovers 

136.  Buffalo  Bill’s  Bonanza;  or,  the 

Knights  of  the  Silver  Circle 

137.  Corporal  Cannon,  the  Man  of 

Forty  Buels 

138.  Joe  Phoenix’s  Shadow;  or,  the 

Great  Detective’s  Mysterious  Moni¬ 
tor 

139.  Montebello,  the  Magnittlcent  ; 

or.  the  Gold  King 

149.  Beatli-Notch,  the  Youug  Scalp 
Hunter 
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